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PREFACE. 


Gentle  Reader  :  I  have  written  a  book,  and 
I  kindly  ask  you  to  read  it  attentively.  I  have 
aimed  to  make  it  both  interesting  and  instruc- 
tive. If  I  have  failed,  it  must  be  attributed 
to  want  of  ability,  and  not  to  my  theme. 

The  subject  of  temperance  has  occupied  the 
thoughts  of  the  good  and  wise  of  our  country 
for  many  years,  and  has  to  some  extent  secured 
their  favor,  prayers,  and  hearty  cooperation; 
and  yet  intemperance  is  running  rampant  over 
the  land,  desolating  some  of  the  fairest  portions 
of  our  goodly  heritage. 

At  the  present  time,  the  young  men  of  our 
country  are  in  imminent  danger  of  being  drawn 
into  the  mighty  concentric  currents  which  sweep 
fearfully  through  every  community,  the  centre 
of  which  is  the  vortex  of  irretrievable  ruin. 

In  writing  these  pages,  it  has  been  the  author's 
constant  prayer  that  he  might  gain  the  atten- 
tion of  that  interesting  class  of  readers,  and 
incite  them  to  guard  themselves  against  the 
encroachments  of  this  mighty  foe. 

Sympathy  for  the  inebriate  and  his  family 
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haa  also  had  much  to  do  in  producing  this  volume. 
The  author  has  long  been  a  laborer  in  this 
reform,  and  has  "been  intimately  acquainted 
with  that  class  of  men.  If  there  is  such  a  thing 
as  sorrow,  woe,  suffering,  and  anguish  of  spirit, 
it  is  found  in  the  drunkard's  family.  If  there 
is  such  a  thing  in  our  land  of  plenty  as  pinching 
want  and  extreme  poverty,  it  is  to  be  found  in 
the  wretched  abode  of  the  inebriate.  Many 
of  the  incidents  in  this  work  are  true,  which 
have  fallen  under  the  author's  observation,  and 
which  he  has  taken  from  public  prints. 

Indeed,  some  of  the  most  horrible  and  shock- 
ing which  are  mentioned  are  true,  with  little 
or  no  variation ;  such  as  the  death  of  Howland 
by  falling  from  the  bridge — Philip  Hopkins, 
who  froze  to  death — Philip  Saxbury,  who  fell 
in  the  fire  and  burned  to    death — Davison's 
son,   who   was  killed  by  drinking  too  much 
whiskey — Mrs.  Sturdevant,  who  was  knocked 
down,  her  flesh  and  limbs  hacked  with  a  sharp 
knife,  by  her  drunken  husband,  which  resulted 
in  her  death — Jenks's  taking  the  half  bushel 
of  com  meal  from  Rigden  for  rum,  and  pushing 
away  his  wife,  telling  hei:  he  had  a  license ;  and 
many  others  mentioned  in  this  work  are  true, 
and  are  given  without  embellishment  or  color. 
The  author's   object  in  doing  this  was  to 
transfer  within  the  narrow  compass  of  a  small 
volume  the  deplorable  results  of  intemperance 
as  they  daily  occur  in  real  life ;  to  awaken  the 
reader's  sympathy,  and  secure,  if  possible,  his 
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hearty  co-operation,  in  this  glorious  work  of 
reform,  that  we  may  have  the  Maine  law-which 
is  the  only  sure  remedy  in  the  wide  range  of 
human  instrumentality. 

The  author,  in  this  work,  has  aimed  not 
to  misrepresent  the  numerous  classes  of  men 
in  this  country  who  are  engaged  in  the  traffic. 
It  has  been  his  desire  to  spread  out  their 
characters  as  they  appear  to  an  enlightened 
community,  that  they  may  "see  themselves 
as  others  see  them,"  repeni,  and  abandon  their 
work  of  death,  before  it  shall  be  too  late. 

THE  AUTHOR. 
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CHAPTER    I. 

USAGES  OF  SOCIETY — EFFECTS. 

"  'Tis  fearful  building  upon  any  sin ; 
One  mischief  entered,  brings  another  in  • 
The  second  pulls  the  third/the  third  draws  more ; 
And  they  for  aU  the  rest  set  ope  the  door." 

It  was  the  fashion  among  the  inhabitants  of 
the  town  of  Harwood  to  have  and  use  whiskey 
as  plenty  as  milk.  It  was  their  custom  to  use 
It  three  times  a  day,  excepting  in  haying, 
harvesting,  loggings,  and  raisings,  on  which 
occasions  they  took  license  to  use  it  as  freely 
as  water.  In  a  few  years  after  the  first  settle- 
mcnt  of  the  town,  a  tavern  was  opened, 
evidently  not  for  the  ''  actual  mjcommodation 
ot  travellers,"  but  for  townsmen. 

This  very  soon  became  the  place  of  resort 
where  the  aged  and  young  spent  their  evenings 
m  playing  cards,  pitching  coppers,   smokinl 
chewing,   spitting,  drinking,   and  conversing 
accordmg  to  their  feelings  and  respective  tastes 
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It  would  be  amusing,  if  it  were  not  connected 
with  a  subject  so  fearfully  fraught  with  ruin  to 
mankind,  to  notice  how  many  devices  and  pre- 
texts they  had   to  fill  again  the  social  alms 
It  was  their  custom  on  one  evening  that  each 
person  should  sing  a  song  or  treat  the  company. 
On  another   that    each   should    tell  a  story 
feometimes  it  was  determined  by  bending  for- 
ward and  marking  on  the  tloor;  the  one  mak- 
ing his  mark  the  shortest  distance  called  on 
the  liquor.     These  and  many  other  devices 
were  adopted  to  amuse  the  company,  but  more 
particularly  as  pretexts  to  gratify  their  appe- 
tites for   strong  drink.       In   this   way,    the 
inhabitants  of  the  town  of  Harwood  spent  their 
evenings,  and,  for  the  sole  object  of  filching 
from  them  thoir  money,  did  Abijah  Doty  take 
license  and  open  a  tavern. 

In  a  few  years,  their  population  had  become 
so  numerous,  and  their  appetites  so  strong,  that 
it^was  difficult  to  supply  the  demand  for  liquor. 
1  he  nearest  market  where  it  could  be  had  was 
nearly  one  hundred  miles,  and  the  only  mode 
of  conveyance  land  carriages,  which  in  the 
sprmg  and  fall  cut  off  all  hope  of  supplies 
One  evening  while  the  neighbors  were  in  at 
JDotys,  as  usual,  the  destitution  of  liquors 
became  a  topic  of  very  serious  conversation. 

If  the  small-pox,  or  cholera,  or  some  other 
fatal  epidemic  had  been  ravaging  their  habita- 
tions,  their  deliberations  could  not  have  been 
more  grave  and  solemn.    They  saw  no  way  of 
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obviating  tho  difficulty  but  by  erecting  a  dis- 
tillery.    In  the  way  of  thiH,  however,   there 
waH   a  great  obHtacle.     It  required  no  small 
amount  of  capital  to  erect  a  building,  furnish 
tlie  machinery,  and    put    it    into  operation. 
Doty  finally  made  a  proposition  that  if  they 
would  circulate  a   subHcription,   and  raise  for 
him  a  Huflicient  sum  to  put  up  the  building,  he 
would  obligate  himself  to  start  a  distillery  by 
Biich   a   time.     To  this  they  readily   agreed. 
The  subscription  was  sent  out;   some  signed 
work,  some  grain,  others   money.     As  there 
was  no  difficulty  in  securing  the  amount,  in  the 
course  of  a  few  months  the  building  was  erected 
and  the  laboratory  of  ruin  in  full  blast.     This 
opened  a  new  fountain  of  corruption  to  the 
people  of  Ilarwood.     Nights,  rainy  days,  and 
feabbaths,  it  was  thronged  with  boys,  younff 
men,  and  the  middle-aged.     If  a  second  Vesu- 
vius had  opened  a  crater  in  the  centre  of  the 
town,  and  sent  out  its  streams  of  burning  lava, 
the  effects  could  not  have  been  more  fearful 
In  that  vestibule  of  hell,  boys  learned  to  profane 
the  name  of  God;  young  men   acquired   an 
appetite   for   strong  drink   and  the  habit   of 
gambling ;  and  many  of  the  middle  aged  be- 
came indolent  and  confirmed  inebriates 

A  few  years  after  this  distillery  commenced 
Its  mission  of  death  among  the  people  of  Har- 
wood,  anmcident  occurred  in  the  providence  of 
trod,  which  rescued  some  of  the  inhabitants 
trom  the  dreadful  evils  of  intemperance.     Wil- 
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liarr?  Davison  called  one  morning,  very  early 
upon  bis  neighbor  George  Grant,  both  of  whom 
lived  several  miles  from  the  distillery     His 
errand  was  to  engage  Mr.  Grant's  boys  to  go 
alter  whiskey,  as  he  was  to  have  a  logdnff  that 
afternoon      Mr  Grant  readily  consented  to  do 
hirn  the  favor,  and  without  delay  the  boys  were 
on  their  way  to  the  distillery  with  a  five-gallon 
canteen,  suspended  by  a  strap  from  a  pole  which 
rested  upon  their  shoulders.     Occasionally,  on 
their  return,  it  was  necessary  to  rest.     While 
seated  near  an  oat  field,  William  sprang  over 
the  fence,  cut  a  fine  smooth  straw,  returned,  and 
commenced  sucking  from  the  contents  of  their 
burden.     After  he  had  taken  a  few  swallows, 
he  said,  ^John,  try  some;  it  makes  me  feel 
stronger  already;"  at  the  same  time  handing 
him  the  straw.    John  alsc  recruited  his  strength 
by  a  few  hearty  draughts.     The  straw  was 
preserved,  and   freely  used   at  every  resting- 
place,  v/hich  became  more  and  more  frequ<-nt 
as  they  approached  home. 

Very  soon  after  dinner  the  people  began  to 
assemble  to  assist  Mr.  Davison  in  his  logging. 
His  little  boy,  a  lad  some  ten  or  twelve  years 
old,  nas  employed  in  carrying  the  bottle  to  the 
laborers.  It  soon  became  empty.  The  lad 
was  sent  to  the  house  to  replenish  it.  Not 
returning  as  soon  as  expected,  the  father 
went  in  search  of  him,  and,  to  his  surprise, 
tound  him  lying  by  the  wayside,  speechless  and 
senseless,  and  the  empty  bottle  a  short  distance 
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from  him.  He  was  carried  to  the  house,  and, 
in  consequence  of  the  business  and  hurry  of 
the  afternoon,  he  received  but  little  attention. 
At  night,  an  effort  was  made  to  resuscitate  him, 
but  with  no  good  results.  A  physician  was 
called,  but  no  remedy  or  effort  of  his  could 
arouse  him  from  the  stupefying  effects  of 
whiskey. 

^  At  ten  o'clock  the  following  day,  Peter  Da- 
vison,  a  smart,  active,  and  sprightly  lad,  was  a 
corpse,  murdered  by  the  drinking  fashion  and 
the  license   law.     The   angel  who  smote  the 
first  born  of  Egypt  was  commissioned  by  Jeho- 
vah— but  the  one  who  smote  William  Davi- 
son's first  born  was  sent  forth  by  the  legislature 
of  the  State  of  New  York.     All  the  tears  that 
flowed,  all  the  wailings  that  rent  the  air,  and 
all  the  anguish  and  sorrow  of  heart  that  occur- 
red on  that  memorable  night  in   Egypt,  will 
bear  no  comparison  with  the  tears,  the  wailings 
the  bitter  anguish,  the  keen  sorrow  and  over- 
whelming woe  which  have  been  produced  by 
the  dark  angel  of  death,  the  license  law,  com- 
missioned and  sent,  forth  in  our  land  by  the 
legislature.  *^ 

Mr.^  Davison  made  another  f^rrand  to  Mr 
Orant's,  one  of  a  very  different  character.  On 
the  previous  morning  it  was  to  secure  the  ser- 
vice of  his  boys  to  obtain  whiskey  j  now  to  re- 
quest Mr.  Grant,  to  go  to  the  village  of  HarWood 

*  Vif  ^^^^'^  ^''''  ^'^  ^^^^  boy—his  first  born. 
U,  Mr.  (xrant,   this  is  more  than  my  poor 
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heart  can  bear.  This  boy  was  my  main  depen- 
dence; but  he  is  gone — ^gone  forever — killed  by 
whiskey !  0,  0,  if  he  had  only  died  some  other 
death!"  exclaimed  the  poor  distracted  man, 
walking  the  floor. 

"  It  is  truly  distressing,  Mr.  Davison,  and 
you  may  rest  assured  that  we  deeply  sympa- 
thize with  you  in  this  sore  affliction,"  said  Mr. 
Grant,  very  feelingly. 

"0,  it  seems  to  me,  now,  I  will  never  have 
another  drop  of  liquor  on  my  premises.  It  has 
killed  my  child  !  0,  my  son !  my  only  son  !  my 
first  bom,  would  to  Godlhaddied  for  thee !"  he 
wildly  exclaimed,  wringing  his  hands  from  grief. 

The  death  of  this  child  made  a  very  deep 
impression  upon  the  mind  of  Davison.  He 
pledged  himself  that  he  would  never  use 
another  drop  of  intoxicating  drinks,  and  never 
furnish  it  for  others  in  his  employ.  How  he 
kept  his  pledge  we  shall  see  in  the  sequel. 

Others  were  very  deeply  impressed  with  a 
sense  of  the  wickedness  of  the  usages  of  society 
and  the  legalized  liquor  traffic.  Nathaniel 
Scribner,  one  of  the  earljj  settlers  of  the  town, 
was  influenced  by  this  providence  to  exclude 
liquor  from  his  family.  '  Up  to  this  time  it  had 
been  his  custom  to  take  the  morning  dram, 
treat  friends,  and  furnish  it  for  those  in  his 
employ.  One  rainy  day,  soon  after  the  death 
oi  Peter  Davison,  Mr.  Scribner  sat  down  and 
wrote  the  following  preamble  and  pledge  : — 
"  Whereas,   The  use  of  intoxicating  drink 
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tends  to  drunkenness,  and  often  to  death,  as 
in  the  case  of  Peter  Davison:  Therefore, 
Eesolved,  That  we  as  a  family  will  not  use  it 
ourselves,  nor  furnish  it  for  others  in  our 
employ,  nor  m  any  way  countenance  the  use  of 
it  m  the  community." 
toiw  ^"^?er  called  his  family  around  him— 

^W«H^  .^'   f ''•^'''"   ""^'y  ^"^^Sly   about 
Peter  s  death— Its  cause— and  showed  tiem  the 

en  LTv'^.  T  "^  ™"'ir''  ^^^^  ^•'^'  ^  abstain 
entirely  from  hquor.     He  signed  his  name,  his 

until  all  the  members  of  the  family  had  their 
names  enrolled.  A  neat  little  black  frame  w^ 
procured,   m  which  this  rare  document  waa 

otrtheX:%i:^  ''^'"^'  -"-g<l-ctly 

Sclw  ^■''•,  ^^^^'.^'^  "o^«'  trajisaction, 
bcnbners  family  received  a  call  from  Jeremi^ 
Donaldson.     "  Good  morning,"  saidDoSon 

^<  :Sribn;?^^  '"°™^"="'  *^^-  ^-^^ 

•poSgl'TeSme^'^^"  '°'l»-<^I><'-W-n, 

sc:sriiZS^''^^''°^<'  — ^ 

are  getting  fanatic!/,  ain't^^'  ^"''"'''*'  ^°" 
Fanatical !  Why,  Mr.  Donaldson,  how  so?" 

will  ne™'r  M'"?  T^  *  ^^^'  ^  *»*•    Y"" 
wiu  never  be  able  to  live  up  to  it.     What  will 
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you  do  when  you  come  to  wash  sheep  ?  And 
how  will  you  get  your  logging  done?  And 
how  will  you  manage  with  your  haying  and 
harvestmg?  And  next  spring  you  expect  to 
build  a  new  house ;  how  will  you  raise  that  ? 
And  besides,  if  every  body  should  follow  your 
example,  the  distilleries  would  stop,  and  then 
we  should  have  no  market  for  our  corn  and 
rye.  It  seems  to  me,  ).  I  r.  Scribner,  you  haven't 
counted  the  cost  very  closely." 

"I  have  cosidered  all  this,  and  in  view  of  it 
all  it  is  my  solemn  determination  to  carry  out 
that  resolution.     I  believe  I  can  wash  sheep 
clear  land,  or  do  any  thing  else  without  it.-~ 
And  I  had  rather  live  in  this  log  shell  till   it 
rots  down  over  my  head,  than  to  have  one  of 
my  boys  die  like  Peter  Davison.     And  while  I 
use  it  myself,  and  have  it  about  my  house,  my 
boys  are  m  danger  of  going  the  same  way,  or 
what  IS  worse,  of  forming  an  appetite  for  it,  and 
becoming  confirmed  drunkards,"  replied  Scrib- 
ner. 

*;lknow  their  is  danger;  but  the  usages  of 
society  are  such,  and  will  continue  to  be,  so  • 
long  as  men  are  licensed  to   sell  it  by  small 
measure,  that  there  is  no  way  but  for  us  to  use 
It  moderately,  and  guard  ourselves  ai^ainst  its 
dangers,"  said  Donaldson. 

"  Mr.  Davison  used  it  moderately,  and  sup- 
posed his  boy  would;  but  by  a  single  draught 
he  destroyed  his  Hfe.  In  what  better  way 
could  he  have  guarded  his  boy  against  its  dan- 
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gers  than  to  exclude  it  from  his  premises  ?— 
And  besides,  Mr.  Donaldson,  the  moderate  use 
ol  It  IS  the  source  of  all  the  evil  in  the  comunity 
Every  drunkard  in  the  land  was  once  a  mod- 
erate drinker." 

"O,  well,  neighbor,  I  shall  not  find  fault 
with  you  if  you  can  carry  out  your  resolution 
But  it  seems  to  me  I  would  put  it  in  a  different 
frame.     It  looks  too  much  like  being  dressed 
m  mourning,"  said  Donaldson,  laughing. 

'I  selected  that  color  to  represent  the 
intemperance  that  prevails  around  me,"  repUed 
fecribner,  m  a  playful  manner. 

Jeremiah  Donaldson  was  a  moral,  indeed  a 
t^iinstian  man,  and  it  was  very  surprising  he 
did  not  see  the  reasonableness  of  Mr.  Scribner's 
course,  and  embrace  it  hinjself     But  there  is 
something  about  the  usages  of  society  and  the 
legalized  liquor  traffic  that  so  blinds  men,  even 
good  men,  that  they  cannot  see  the  force  of 
truth  nor  feel  the  claims  of  moral  obUgation. 
A  few  weeks  after  this  interview   between 
fecribner  and  Donaldson,  the  son  of  the  latter 
was  brought  home  insensible,  having  been  run 
over  by  a  man  intoxicated.     Henry  Howland, 
after  spending  the  day  at  Doty's   tavern  in 
drinking  and  carousing,  on  his  way  home  ran 
his  horses  to  pass  another  team,  and  ran  over 
Phihp  Donaldson.     He  did  not  recover  from 
his  i^iuries  m  several  months.     Howland  was 
notorious  for  his   disorderly  conduct  when 
intoxicated.    It  was  his  uniform  practice,  on 
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such  occ^ions,  to  run  his  team  home  from 
Ootj  B,  a  distance  of  three  miles.     In  several 
instances  he  ran  against  teams,  doing  great 
damage.    And  what  was  true  of  HowlaS^is 
true  of  hundreds  like  him,  who  Je  da%  rotd 
of  reason  by  the  license  law,  and  are  sent  out 
to  prowl  upon  community.     If  the  innkeepers 
01  our  land  should  send  out  among  our  inhabi- 
tants a  wild  boar  of  the  forest,  f  ma4  bi^n, 
tL  r?  f  "^f  l«™akes,-or  if,  by  incantal 
«^oii     ®°<'^«"t'nent,  should  produce  cholera, 
small  pox   01  yellow  fev3r,_we  could  find 
redress  m  the  law;  but  for  all  the  damage 
done  in  our  state  by  inebriates,  we  have  no 

~f.-  ^°K  *'^'^^"  ^""^  "  """If  «e«te,  a  sordid 
rumseller  robs  aman  of  his  reason,  and  sends 
him  out  to  murder  his  wife,  assassinate  his 
^fl"-'.^^  destroy  his  buildings  by  fire; 
and  all  is  done  under  the  sanction  of  law.  Mr 
iJonaldson  had  seen  so  much  of  the  reckless 

Zi^*''^^°'^l""'^  when  intoxicated,  that  he 
sought  an  opportunity  to  see  Mr.  Doty,  to  dis- 

a  man^o"";,''^"'""''  ''r  ••«*^"'"S  ^'"to  to 
K™f  /?u  °«*'''°"'.^'"^  ^  the  interest  and 
uves  of  the  community. 

•  "Mr.  Doty,"  said -Mr,  Donaldson,  "  did  vou 
know  my  boy  was  badly  injured  last  night  by 
being  run  over  by  Howland  ?"  ^ 

"  n^^'  ^  ^^^^  °^**  *his  morning." 
Do  you  know  the  cause  of  it'" 

ai24;ri^:ss.'^"^^"^^°=««"'^™« 
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"Neighbor  Doty,  I  have  called  to  talk  with 
you  about  selling  liquor  to  such  a  man.  He 
has  no  control  of  himself  when  intoxicated." 

"0,1  can't  refuse  him  when  he  has  the 
inomy.     Selling  is  my  business,"  said  Doty 

"I  know  it  is  your  business;  but  when  a 
man  has  no  control  of  himself,  and  will  run 
over  people,  and  endanger  their  lives  and 
property,  are  you  not  under  obligation  to  with- 
hold it  from  him  ?" 

"I  think  not.     I  have  invested  money  here 

for  a  suitable  house,  and  barn,  and  other  con- 

vemences,  and   must  do  something  to  set  at 

least,  my  interest.     And  besides,  I  have  a 

hceme;  my  business  is  legal,  and  just  as  hon- 

orable  and  respectable  as  raising  and  selUne 

cattle  or  wheat.    The  board,  when  they  licensed 

me    did  not  restrict  me  at  all.     I  have  a 

nght  to  sell  to  whom  I  please;  and  as  much 

as  I  please;  and  I  shall  always  exercise  my 

•n^^^  when  they  have  the  money  to  pay  me  " 

said  the  law-smtamed  landlord,   with  an  air  if 

independence. 

"Suppose  it  does  allow  you  to  sell;  will 
you  not,  for  the  safety  of  others,  refuse  Hank 
when  he  calls  for  it  ?" 

"Not  if  he  has  the  money  T  must  supnort 
my  family  and  meet  my  expenses;  andt^do 

WHv  of^^^f  •  ^^^"i^"  ^^^^^     and  I  have  no 
way  of  obtaining  them  but  by  selling  liquor." 

TT.   \    aIT  f  ^  determined  to  sell  to  Hank 
Howland,  if  he  does  kill  half  of  the  nnm,r.nn,-f  ,7?» 
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"  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  what  he  does 
when  he  is  drunk." 

"  To  be  plain,  Mr.  Doty,  I  consider  you  as 
guilty  of  injuring  my  boy  as  if  you  had  run 
over  him  with  your  own  team.  The  liquor 
you  sold  that  man  destroyed  his  reason,  and 
while  in  that  situation  he  did  the  injury.  It 
was  your  liquor  that  did  the  mischief— nay,  it 
was  ym,  yourself,"  said  Donaldson,  pointing' 
his  finger  at  the  disturbed  landlord. 

'\  I  think  you  are  very  impertinent !"  ex- 
claimed Doty,  angrily. 

''  It  is  evident  to  my  mind  that  for  six  cents 
you  will  see  your  neighbors  all  run  over  and 
killed  by  Hank  Howland— which  is  murder." 
"Your  charge  is  unreasonable  and  un- 
founded. If  I  had  no  license,  there  would  be 
some  plausibility  in  it;  but  I  have;  I  have 
the  papers  which  give  me  authority  to  sell  to 
whom  I  please  ;  and  Y'paid  my  mmey  for  the 
privilege,  replied  "  the  angry  landlord. 

''Well,  sir,  if  that  is  the  way  the  license 
law  works,  I  shall  oppose  it  from  this  time 
onward,  and  shall  do  all  in  my  power  to  have 
it  repealed." 

"Oppose  it  as  much  as  you  please,  but  don't 
come  here  and  interfere  with  my  legal  business" 
answered  Doty. 

^  ''If  my  son  dies  in  consequence  of  his  inju- 
ries, I  shall  have  the  consohng  thought  that 
he  was  killed  %«%,"  said  Donaldson. 

"  Console  yourself  as  vou  nlease.     I  tell  vnu 

^      J,    --  -      —    — ^ — »• 
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again,  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  it.  I  have 
a  paper  to  show  for  what  I  do." 

"I  confess  you  have  enlightened  me  on  t^is 
legal  question,  and  I  shall  try  and  use  my 
imformation  to  good  advantage,"  replied  Don- 
aldson. 

Cn  his  way  home,  his  mind  was  occupied 
with  the  ridiculous  idea  of  injuring  and  killing 
people  legally,  and  of  using  intoxicated  men  as 
the  instruments  of  doing  it.  "Can  it  be  possi- 
ble," he  thought,  "  that  this  is  really  the  effect 
of  the  license  law  ?  Does  it  indeed  arm  men 
with  such  fearful  power  to  destroy  property  and 
human  life,  and  not  hold  them  responsible  for 
the  exercise  of  that  power?  It  is  so.  I  have 
an  example  of  it  in  my  own  family.  My  boy 
is  almost  killed  in  consequence  of  the  liquor 
which  Doty  sold  to  old  Hank  Rowland  legally, 
and  I  have  no  redress.  If  he  had  turned  loose 
a  wild  ox,  and  he  had  gored  him,  or  a  mad  dog, 
and  he  had  bitten  him,  or  if  he  had  struck  him 
with  a  club,  I  should  have  found  redress  in  the 
law ;  but  since  he  was  run  over  by  a  man  whose 
reason  was  taken  from  him  legally  for  a  six- 
pence, there  is  no  remedy.  Well,  well ;  that 
is  indeed  a  fine  law  which  will  shield  a  man 
in  inflicting  such  wrongs  upon  the  commu- 
nity." 

These  were  the  thoughts  that  passed  through 
Mr.  Donaldson's  mind  on  his  way  home  from 
the  place  where  all  kinds  of  iniquity  were  com- 
mitted ImaUll.      Hft   nonld    nnnsairlar    i+     iv.     virt 
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other  light — nor  can  any  man  of  common 
intelligence.  All  licensed  grog  shops  are  noth- 
ing less  than  schools  under  the  protection  of 
law,  where  men  are  taught  to  murder,  break 
into  houses,  blaspheme  the  name  of  God,  burn 
buildings,  and  run  over  people. 


I  ^  «i 
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CHAPTER    II. 


SHOCKING  RESULTS. 

"  Ah  mo  from  real  happiness  we  stray, 
By  vice  bewilder'd  ;  vice  which  always  leads 
However  fair  at  first,  to  wilds  of  woe." 

Another  incident  occurred  some  years  after, 
which  made  Mr.  Donaldson  a  very  strong  tem- 
perance man.  A  great  many  men  who  are  not 
reformers  because  of  the  right— ov  the  blessings 
which  flow  inU)  families,  and  the  benefit  to  the 
world — are  made  so  by  the  providences  of  God. 
There  are  many  temperance  men  because  their 
sons,  their  father,  or  brothers,  or  some  other 
relatives  are  in  danger  of  becoming  drunkards. 
It  is  better  to  be  a  temperance  man  from  such 
motives  than  not  at  all ;  but  every  one  should 
be  an  advocate  of  the  cause  from  love  to  God 
and  sympathy  for  outraged  humanity.  Every 
man  should  oppose  the  license  law  and  labor 
for  its  repeal,  not  because  it  will  strengthen 
his  political  party, — save  his  son,  brother,  or 
father,-— but  because  it  will  honor  God,  elevate 
the  nation  in  the  scale  of  morals,  convey  un- 
speakable blessings  into  thousands  of  families, 
and  save  the  souls  of  men. 

Mr.  Donaldson  became  a  temperance  man 
on  account  of  the  enemy's  encroachments  upon 
his  family.     His  son-in-law  was  fast  becoming 
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a   confirmed   inebriate.      He   had   given   his 
daughter  in  marriage  to  ErawtuH  Baker,  a  young 
man  of  p'omiwe.     He  was  from  a  good  family, 
and  had  received  a  rehgious  education  under 
the  care  of  pious  parents,  who  lived  in  the 
State  of  Connecticut.     He  came  to  the  town  of 
Harwood  to  engage  in  the  mercantile  business. 
His  morality,  his  frankness,  his  strict  business 
habits  and  good  deportment   in  a  very   short 
time  drew  around  him  a  large  circle  of  friends. 
On  slight  acquaintance,  he  paid  his  addres'^^i-s 
to  Fanny  Donaldson;  his  hand  was  accepted, 
and   they   were   married.     All  congratulated 
Fanny  on  being  the  wife  of  one  so  virtuous,  so 
kind  and  amiable.    In  the   basement  of  the 
building  which  Mr.  Baker  occupied  was  kept  a 
la;rge  liquor  store,  to  supply  landlords  with  all 
kinds  of  choice  liquors  from  different  parts  of 
the  country.     The  owner  of  this  establishment 
had  license  to  deal  out  his  poison  by  small  as 
well  as  large  measure.     It  was  the  custom  of 
Mr.  Baker,  after  his  meals,  to  go  below  and 
smoke  a  cigar,  and  occasionally  take  a  glass  of 
cider  or  ale.     Being  the  custom  of  the  place, 
and  the  usage  of  the  age,  it  awakened  no  feat- 
ful  apprehensions  in  the  mind  of  his  wife  or 
her  friends.   The  first  winter  after  her  marriage, 
Mr  Baker  spent  near  all  his  b\ eiii  gs  in  that 
den  of  infamy.     Most  of  the  ^'  iciig  .uen  of  the 
place  had  become  passionately  fdnd  of  whist, 
and  assembled  there  to  play  for  amusement. 
But  often  that  which  is  commenced  simply  for 
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sport  ends  in  a  very  diHastrous  manner  to  the 
morals  and  souls  of  men.  It  was  so  in  this 
case.  Every  young  man  connected  with  the 
club  became  a  confirmed  inebriate,  and  filled  a 
drunkard's  grave.  Baker,  not  beij;jg  on  his 
guard,  was  drawn  into  this  fearful  maelstrom 
of  ruin.  At  first  they  spent  their  evenings  in 
flaying  cards  for  pleasure,  it  is  true ;  but  they 
used  intoxicating  drinks  very  freely  to  give 
life  and  zest  to  their  games.  Before  spring, 
Erastus  Baker  was  a  confirmed  inebriate.  It 
seems  almost  incredible  that  a  man  could  so 
soon  forget  his  young  wife,  the  prayers  and 
counsels  of  his  pious  parents,  and  lose  all 
respect  for  himself.  But  he  ran  into  tempta- 
tion,— in  defiance  of  light,  conscience,  and 
former  instructions, — and  God  removed  all 
restraint,  which  doomed  him  to  a  sudden,  fear- 
ful, and  irretrievable  fall.  In  that  "  breathing 
hole  of  hell"  he  wasted  his  time  and  substance. 
His  business  rapidly  ran  down,  his  customers 
left  him,  and  his  creditors  forced  him  to  make 
an  assignment :  thus  closed  up  the  business 
career  of  Erastus  Baker,  which  had  opened  so 
prosperously.  He  seemed  to  forget  his  wife, 
or  at  least  the  obligation  he  was  under  to  love, 
protect,  and  supj^ort  her.  The  intoxicating  cup 
wasted  his  prooerty,  ruined  his  character, 
chilled  his  warm  affections,  blotted  out  his  hope 
of  immortal  life,  and  changed  the  amiable  and 
kind  husband  into  a  fiend.  The  kind  entrea- 
ties of  friends,   the  tender  expostulations   of 
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his  aged  father-in-law,   and  the  tears  and  an- 
guish of  his  broke-  -hoarted  wife  had  no  power 
to  reform  or  even  restrain  him.     His  appetite 
for  strong  drink  was  fixed,  and  he  recognized 
no  law  but  his  passion   for  rum.     He  lived 
to  gratify  his  appetite ;  to  accomplish  that  end 
he   sacrificed   business,   property,   reputation, 
health,  ccmpanion,  and  eternal  life.     He  even 
went  so  far  as  to  take,  \^  ithout  the  knowledge 
of  his  wife,  her  wedding  dress,  and  sell  it  to 
Doty  for  liquor.     As   soon  as   she  discovered 
what  he  had  done,  she  called  on  the  landlord 
to  expostulate  with  him  on  the  impropriety  of 
his  conduct.     When  she  entered  the  bar-room 
she  found  him  in  the   bar.     "  Mr.  Doty,"  said 
she,  "did  my  husband  bring  you  a  silk  dress, 
and  dispose  of  it  for  liquor  ?" 

"Ye— yes,  he— brought— an— old— dress 
here,  and  wanted  me  to  take  it  on  what  he  was 
owing  me,"  said  the  troubled  landlord. 

"  That  was  my  wedding  dress.  Will  you 
not  be  so  kind  as  to  return  it  to  me  ?"  inquired 
Mrs.  Baker,  the  tears  flowing  down  her  care- 
worn cheekn. 

"I  will,  if  you'll  py  me  what  he  owes  me," 
replied  the  heartless  rumseller. 
"  How  much  is  it  ?" 
"  About  five  dollars,  I  believe." 
Mrs.  Baker  leaned  her  head  against  the  wall 
covered  her  face  with  her  hands,  and  wept  like' 
a  child.     She  had  no  fiv^e  dollars  to  give.     The 
profligacy  of  her  husband  had  reduced  her  to 
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the  deepest  necessity,  therefore  to  meet  the 
demand  was  impossible.  She  had  no  heart  to 
call  upon  her  father — he  had  already  helped 
her  to  a  considerable  amount.  She  desired  the 
dress  because  it  reminded  her  of  the  days  when 
she  was  a  happy  bride,  and  when  her  prospects 
were  as  bright  as  a  cloudless  iikj.  She  could 
consider  her  husband  only  as  lost,  and  all  his 
former  virtues  as  buried.  And  as  the  fond 
mother  carefully  looks  over  the  toys  of  her 
deceased  child  to  refresh  her  memory  of  his 
goodness,  so  Fanny  desired  the  dress  to  remind 
her  of  what  he  once  was. 

"  "What  are  you  snivelling  about,  woman  ?" 
asked  Doty,  evidently  chagrii^ed. 

"  This  is  indeed  hard — more  than  I  am  able 
to  bear.  You  and  other  rumsellers  have  ruin- 
ed my  husband.  You  have  taken  from  him 
his  character,  his  property,  and  all  that  is  dear 
in  this  world,  and  now  you  have  taken  my 
wedding  dress  for  liquor — the  last  relic  of  my 
days  of  happiness.  0,  this — ^is — too — much.    1 

— cannot — en ."     She  could  articulate  no 

further.  Her  heart  was  too  full  to  utter  an- 
other word,  and  she  sank  down  upon  a  bench 
and  sobbed  aloud. 

"  Well,  woman  you  are  getting  upon  a  pretty 
loud  strain,  I  should  think.  Don't  you  want 
your  husband  to  pay  his  honest  debts?" 

"I  do  not  consider  it  an  honest  debt.  When 
you  sell  to  a  man  whom  you  know  it  will  injure, 


I 
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and  be  the  means  of  making  his  wife  miserable 
you  ought  to  lose  it,"  said  M™.  1^1.^' 

to  seU     Del,  r?  ^TT-    ^'  "  "^y  ''"«»<'«« 
T'     .  ,  ,  contracted  at  my  bar  for  linuor 

are  honest  debte;  the  law  makes  them  soTnd 

wiSn^SSrwrjofittf 
■"«  Wuor  was  to  make  money,  iid  whrras 

Dy  me  .aw.     fehe  withdrew  from  his  presennp 

«"*   '"'   *"  '^'  '^"-^'^   -^   STato 

m„'l^fi'*'*"'l!"  «qu'''ed  a  well-dressed  gentle- 
man, a  traveller,  who  had  been  listenin/to  tho 
conversation,  "who  was  thatlady^"^ 

aldson's  dSghi.-^^'-^   •^^'-^-^'^    Don. 

strlf^r/'  "  ''"'  appearing  lady,"  added  the 

"I  should  think  her  mor^  of  a  ladv  if  shp 
would  stay  at  home  and  mind  her  own 
business,"  was  the  reply  of  Doty.  '"'" 

.c«.^A     ■.   y^^  ^^  ™  her  place,  you  would 
consider  it  a  paj-t  of -your  business  to  look^fter 
your  husband;  especiallv  if  he  h^H  Tm 
wedding  dress  for  %.J;'  jlt  3  tStC 

her  huswTl*^  ^  ^'1  ''"^y  ^''°  <J°"'t  ^ant 
ner  disband  to  pay  his  honest  debts." 

Well,  landlord,  I  agree  with  her.     It  is  not 
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an  honest  debt.  It  is  as  cruel  a^  death 
for  you  to  treat  that  poor  woman  in  this  way," 
replied  the  traveller. 

"Do  you  mean  to  say  my  business  is  not 
honest  ?  Don't  you  know,  sir,  that  the  atattite 
law  of  the  state  makes  it  an  honest  btmness  ?" 
said  Doty,  with  an  air  of  triumph. 

"  I  know  it  makes  it  legal.  I  know  to  my 
sorrow  it  shields  you  in  your  mckedness.  And 
for  your  cruel,  oppressive  treatment  of  that 
poor  woman ;  were  I  in  your  place,  I  should 
fear  the  judgments  of  God  would  overtake  me 
before  morning.  You  won't  always  escape 
because  you  have  a  license.  God  has  pro- 
nounced a  woe  against  you  and  your  bloody 
traffic,"  answered  the  stranger. 

"How  do  you  know  what  God  has  done? 
How  did  you  come  in  possession  of  his  secret 
purposes?"  inquired  Doty,  sneeringly. 

"It  is  no  secret,  sir.     God  has  published  it 
to  the  world  in  his  word :  <  Woe  to  him  that 
coveteth   an  evil   covetousness  to  his  house 
that  he  may  set  his  nest  on  high,  that  he 
may   be  delivered  from   the  power  of  evil! 
Thou  hast  consulted  shame  to  thy  house  by 
cuttmg  off  many  people,  and  hast  sinned  against 
thy  soul.     For  the  stone  shall  cry  out  of  the 
wall,  and  the  beam  out  of  the  timber  shall 
answer  it.     Woe  unio  him  that  giveth  his  rmqh. 
hordrinh,   that  puttest  thy   hoitle  to  him   and 
makest  him  drunken  also,   that  thou  mayest 
look  on  their  nakedness!     Thou  art  filled 
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mth  shame  for  glory:  drink  thou  also  and  let 
thy  foreskin  be  uncovered:   the  cup  of  the 
Urd's  right  hand  ahxdl  he  turned  unto  thee,  and 
shameful    spewing  shall    be  on  thy  glory' 
This,  my  friend,  is  what  God  said  about  you 
and  your  wicked  traffic.     You   *  covet  an  evil 
covetousness  to  your  house,'  you  ^cut  off  peo- 
ple not  a  few,'  you  ^give  your  neighbor  drink,' 
you  put  ^your  bottle  to  him  and  make  him  drun- 
ken,' consequently  you  must  be  the  man  against 
whom  these  terrible  woes  are  spoken.     And 
when  God  shall  come  out  from  behind  his  cloudy 
pavilion  to  avenge  the  injury  you  have  done 
to  that  poor  woman  and  others,  what  good  will 
your  license  do  you  ?     When  he  shall  make  in- 
quisition for  blood,  then  you   may  have   tm 
thousand  licenses  and  statutes  to  show  your  busi- 
'less  is  legal,  but  they  will  avail  you  nothing." 
"You  are  some   temperance  preacher,  ain't 
you?    asked  Doty,  trembling. 

"No  matter  who  lam;  you  give  heed  to  the 
liible,  and  do  right.  Restore  that  dress  to  that 
poor  woman,  or  you  won't  sleep  much  to- 
night, answered  the  stranger,  as  he  passed  out 
01  the  bar  room. 

Mrs.  Baker's  husband  continued  to  "  wax 
worse  and  worse,"  and  became  so  quarrelsome 
and  abusive  that  it  was  not  safe  for  her  to  be 
with  him  alone  when  intoxicated.  The  night 
after  Fanny's  visit  to  Doty's,  he  returned  home 
from  there  drunk,  entered  the  room  in  a  perfect 
rage,  laid  violent  hands  upon  her,  and  most 
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brutally  kicked  and  choked  her,  saying,  "  I'll 
give  you  wedding  dresses;  I'll  learn  you  to 
expose  me  before  strangers !"  Fanny  fled  to 
the  neighbors  for  safety.  After  she  left,  this 
wretch — nay,  devil — made  so  by  the  license  law, 
ransacked  the  house,  gathered  up  all  of  Fanny's 
fine  clothes  and  threw  them  in  the  well,  then 
took  a  pole  and  jammed  to  the  bottom.  She 
saw  there  was  no  alternative  but  to  leave  him. 
They  separated;  or  rather  rumsellers  separated 
them,and  were  sustained  in  their  infamous  work 
by  the  statute  law  of  the  State  of  New  York.  She 
went  to  spend  the  remainderof  her  days  under 
her  father's  roof,  a  poor,  disconsolate  woman. 
Erastus,  under  the  influence  of  rum,  continued  a 
depraved  and  ruined  man,  wandering  from  one 
haunt  of  vice  to  another. 

Her  feelings,  after  she  returned  to  her  father's 
may  be  judged  of  from  the  following  letter  writ- 
ten to  an  intimate  friend : — 

Hapwood.  April  12, . 

My  dear  Alice  : 
My  heart  is  so  full  of  trouble  that  I  must  unbur- 
den it  to  my  dear  old  friend.  Be  not  surprised 
when  I  tell  you  that  Erastus  and  myself  have 
parted.  Who  could  have  believed  on  the  night 
of  our  wedding  party,  only  two  years  and  a 
half  since,  that  the  destroyer  would  enter  our 
bright  and  happy  circle  so  soon !  Sweet  spring 
has  again  returned  with  all  its  beauty,  but  it 
has  no  charms  for  me.     The  singing  of  birds 
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touches  no  chord  of  hamony  in  my  soul    Thp 

a^^2  „  K  T"^  «o^ew,  once  so  attractive, 

hZ  ?»ir    f  11"^*°  ^'^  ""«•     Unrestrained  grief 
hae  taken  full  possession  of  my  soul. 

Have  wnttm  strange  defeatures  In  Sy  fiiS"  ' 

O,  niy  dear  Alice !  could  the  temoter  he 

py.  Ihere  are  so  many  places  where  it  is 
KnS  't  '"  ""^^y  to  *ake  advantege  of 
nZsTt'J^^  are  shielded  in  their  wicked- 
ness  by  law  that  there  is  no  hope  of  his 

S  hT^sThn^''''  ^'  ^  *^"8ht  of  L  dying 
r       -J  L^?^  ''an  I  endure  it?    The  Lord 

SZ'of'r  ?"  ^T^""'^  '^^'^  «terit  the  king- 

ComfandM       "'''  "  ""^  «'«^*  affliction, 
l/ome  and  see  me  as  soon  as  you  can. 

i  our  sister  and  sincere  friend, 

Fanny  D.  Bakeb. 

li  J^+^ffl '''^  affliction,  in  consequence  of  the 

temperance  principles.     Perhaps  if  he  had 
followed  the  example  of  Mr    Scribner  nm) 
yea^  before,  had  a^^pted  hifpian'^ttet^y-' 

Slle  ^M-r;"'^  ^^7  P"^'^  ^y  ^^'  family 
circle.    Multitudes  of  men  who  have  been  slow 

s^r^SS.'''-' f  t'^'"'   or  have  been  coT 
servative  m  their  feelmgs  and  actions,  or  have 
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been  opposed  to  it,  have  invoked  the  destroyer 
to  their  own  households;  and  have  been  com- 
pelled to  see  their  sons  become  inebriates,  and 
their  daughters  marry  vicious  and  unprincipled 
young  men.  It  is  exceedingly  dangerous  for 
a  father  to  keep  the  poison  about  his  house,  to 
deal  in  it,  or  even  to  speak  against  the  reform. 
If  he  does  either,  the  plague  will  almost 
certain  to  find  its  way  to  his  dwelling,  and, 
overcast  the  bright  horizon  of  his  family  circle 
with  dark,  portentous  clouds. 

Mr.  Davison  for  several  years  kept  the  pledge 
which  he  made  over  the  corpse  of  his  boy. 
But  the  drinking  usages  and  the  corrupting 
influence  of  wicked  associates  seduced  him 
from  his  noble  purpose.     At  first  he  drank 
moderately;  but  his  daily  potations  increased 
the  power  of  habit  and  appetite,  which  in  a  few 
years  resulted  in  confirmed  inebriation.     He 
lost  all  self-respect,  his  reputation  was  blighted, 
his  friends  left  him,  his  estate  melted  away, 
and  his  love  for  his  family  swallowed  in  the 
vortex  of  ruin.     No  tongue  can  tell  nor  pen  des- 
cribe the  anguish,  sorrow,  and  overwhelming 
grief  that  came  into  that  family  in  consequence 
of  the  sudden,  fearful  fall  of  its  head  and  father. 
After  he  had   spent  his   all  in  profligacy,  he 
abandoned  his  family  to  the  cold  charities  of  the 
world.     He  went  west,  to  wander  as  a  miserable 
vagabond  for  a  few  years,   then  die.     Yes! 
William  Davison  died  a  rum  maniac,  a  stranger 
in  a  strange  land,  where  no  monument  marks 


■      'liE 


32 


THE  MYSTERIOUS  PARCHMENT,  OR 


the  place  of  his  sleeping  ashes.     Surely  the 
memory  of  the  wicked  shall  rot." 
NoTE.--Mr.  Grant,  became  so  strondv  im- 

S  7n  ^  *^","^^^^  ^^  intemperance  by  the 
death  of  Davison's  son,  that  he  excluded  liquor 
fromhispremises.  His  sons  grew  up  temperate 
and  industrious  men,  and  one  of  them  is  now 
preaching  the  gospel. 
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CHAPTER    III. 


I  IS  now 


ENTERING   THE  VORTEX. 

"  Look  not  thon  upon  the  wine  when  it  is  red,  vhen  it  piveth  his  color 
in  the  cup,  when  it  moveth  itself  aright.  At  the  laat  it  biteth  like  a  serpent, 
and  stingeth  like  an  adder."— Pbov.  xxiii.  31,  32. 

Years  rolled  on.  During  the  history  of  the 
town  of  Harwood,  a  gentleman  of  much  reputed 
^wealth  selected  that  quiet  and  healthy  town 
as  the  place  of  his  future  residence.  He  was 
from  the  city  of  New  York.  Whether  he  had 
retired  from  buisness  to  spend  his  wealth  in 
ease  and  pleasure,  or  whether  he  was  a  defaulter 
and  come  among  them  to  sw:indle  his  creditors 
out  of  their  honest  dues,  they  could  not  deter- 
mine. The  more  sober  part  of  the  community 
very  soon  saw  that,  as  a  family,  they  were 
'*  lovers  of  pleasure  more  than  lovers  of  God." 
They  were  remarkably  social  and  pleasant  in 
their  manners,  and  exceedingly  affable  in  their 
intercourse  and  general  deportment.  This  new 
%mily  very  soon  became  an  attractive  point  in 
the  young  society  of  Harwood.  For  the  sake 
of  convenience  we  will  call  his  name  Willi?«m 
Matthews.  By  birth  he  was  an  Englishman. 
He  was  tall,  well  proportioned,  with  high, 
broad  forehead,  and  bright-blue  eyes,  and 
graceful  in  his  address,  which  gave  hinn  the 
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appearance  of  beine  a  ffentlpmpn    «  a 
extensive  intelliffence      TW    u'  ^""^  """^  ^^ 
fault  devoted  l^  th^A  •  i  .^*    ^^  ^^^   <»  a 
age,  was  evident  to  all  r^'^^'  "'"^^^  ^^  *h« 

h&  liberalltj  t  plw  rr%^^"'  ^^^"* 
sparkling  wine      ^      ^  ^  ^''  ^"^^^^  <^te 

.    He  was  blessed  with  two  ohilrlmr.    /vi.i 
of  his  fetW     1^  ™P'  «^'»'»etrical  features 

wine  and  dress.     He  was  o^nf  .».^    ^''^°^' 
-who  seemed  to  tS  Xnf  aft/^f 


i( 


Into  the  world  to'^^Z7 

Devour  the  SKwlZd  fiS?  ""'"' 
AndleavebehmS'ane4?ya." 
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hand,  and  two  or  three  sparkling  diamond 
rings  on  the  other,  his  vest  with  large  cL^oks 
of  various  colors,  gold  chain  loosely  flaunting 
about  his  person,  his  hat  set  on  one  side,  and 
a  cigar  in  his  mouth,  he  made  a  disgusting  ap- 
pearance. 

But  he  was  a  new  comer,  and  must  be  copied 
by  all,  or  nearly  all,  the  verdant  young  gentle- 
men in  the  place.  In  all  his  intercourse  with 
others,  he  affected  to  be  very  polite.  For  some 
reason,  he  very  much  disliked  the  harsh  and 
grating  sound  of  the  letter  R,  and  never 
allowed  himself  to  use  it  if  he  could  possibly 
avoid  it.  His  attempts  to  do  so  very  often 
made  him  appear  ludicrous,  if  not  ridiculoui. 

His  sister  was  of  a  very  different  turn.  It 
seems  almost  sacriligious  to  describe  her  in  the 
same  chapter.  She  was  quite  tall,  and  beau- 
tiful in  her  outline.  Her  dress  was  not  ex- 
travagant, yet  neat  and  becoming ;  fashioned 
partly  after  her  own  taste,  and  partly  after 
the  custom  of  her  times.  Nature  had  given 
her  a  pure  skin  and  ruddy  cheeks.  Her  mo- 
tions were  graceful  and  easy.  Her  features 
were  moulded  after  her  father's—a  high,  broad 
forehead,  large,  sparkling  blue  eyes,  and  a  well- 
formed,  symmetrical  face,  which  gave  her  an 
intelligent  look.  She  had  no  vanity,  (or  ap- 
peared to  have  none,)  no  high  self-esteem,  no 
pride,  and  no  feeling  of  superiority  over  others 
who  had  not  enjoyed  as  good  advantages  as 
herself.     In  a  word,  she  was  a  perfect  model 
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of  gentleness  and  kindness.     Being  a  graduate 

well  cul  ivated  and  stored  with  knowledge, 
tv/n  ""'^  acquainted  with  authors,  and 
text  books  commonly  used.  !„  histor;  she 
scarcely  had  an  equal;  in  music,  painting 
drawing  and  embroidery,  she  wm  perfectly  ft 
home.  In  her  conversation  she  was  remarka- 
bly easy,  playful,   and   instructive.       Now 

^a^eful,  and  accomplished   OHvia  Matthews! 
No  person  was  ever  better  qualified  to  benrfi 
the  young;  but  alas !    as  is  too  often  thrcase 
her  superior  intellect  and  high  accomplish 
ments  were  used  for  other  purjSses.         ^ 

The  mother  was  very  inferior  to  her  daueh- 
ter-a  woman  of  low  stature,  sharp  feature, 
ungraceful  „  her  carriage,  and  rathe^rpeeS 
silly  and  simpering  in  her  conversation.    Hw 

JX^^'    "^  *'  '"'"'"^  ''''"'  *e  considered  a 

wit^Thp^  Mt'^r'^^'''  ^"".'"^  ^«"  acquainted 
with  the  Matthewses,  and  I  cordially  invite 

partv   T7T^  T  '^'T  ^t  '^  «ocM  eveiih  g 
party.     Be  seated  for  a  few  moments  on  tl,nt 
richlyK^ai-ved  sofa  until  the  guest"  enter 
&ene  First— By  your  permission,  I  will  in 

Martha  fechoolcraft;  also  to  John  Holvdav 
John  Scribner,  and  Philip  Hopkins  tS 
are  invited  guests  to  spend  a  Lial  evenfng 
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with  this  distinguished  family,  and  to  share 
their  hospitality. 

"  Very  fine  weather  we  are  having,"  said  the 
older  Matthews. 

"  Very,  sir,"  replied  John  Holyday.  "  It  in 
[needed  very  much  to  give  people  a  chance  to 
I  secure  their  crops." 

"  How  is  your  father,  John?"  continued  the 
[old  gentleman. 

"  He  is  very  well  now.  He  was  rather  un- 
[well  in  the  spring." 

"  Is  he  never  going  to  call  on  us  ?" 

"  0,  yes ;  certainly ;  he  has  a  great  deal  to 
take  up  his  time,  but  I  think  he  will  pay  you 
la  visit  in  a  few  days." 

"  Has  you'  fathe'  a  desi'able  fiield  of  labo'?" 
(inquired  our  young  fop. 
I     "  Yes,  I  believe  so,"  answered  young  Holy- 
I  day.     "  He  likes  it  here  very  well." 
j     "  I  unde'stood  he  had  some   twouble  with 
j  some  of  the  wadicals  in  his  chu'ch," 

"  Yes,  there  has  been  some  uneasiness ;  but 
nothing  serious,  I  think."  Young  Holyday 
I  wished  to  be  reserved  on  the  present  occasion, 
because  Scribner's  father  was  one  of  the  num- 
ber whom  Parson  Holyday  proscribed  as 
"  radicals." 

"  This  is  wathe'  a  cold  wegion ;  vewy  wough 
and  welling,"  continued  Matthews. 

"  That  is  true,"  replied  Joseph  Schoolcraft ; 
"but  it  is  rich  land." 

"Yes,  I  should  think  it  was  stwong  and 
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^V3h.    The  natu'e  of  the  soil  is  calcaweous 

ca^lessly  flaunting  his  gold  watch  S"**"' 
ed  £7°"  ''''^«"«^erploughedaayri„quir- 

cityrSMarra.'''''*'"^*'^^'-^--*''^ 

b„t  ?'tK;T  •r'^-';  "^^.^  P'^^^ed  with  this  place 
\  ^    .?  ^*  "°  e  pleasant  in  the  citv    tS 

Holyday  "'^th'Thi''''^?'  ^T  0«^<  ««id 

agi^e  ^K  wtil."^'''  "'"""^^  I  *'''»'^  -" 
hSs"  ^°"  ''''^'  "°*  '^^»  homesick?"  said 
M^m^J'-    '  '■^^^  ^-""^  ^  did   Miller's 

'^/~°''«"5'.  sir.*  not  a  single  spot 

Ofmohamould,orllsedto«uchacltoe;  .     ' 

N»,  'to  tte  social  cirele  of  my  Meui^ 
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s  calcaweous. 
hould  think." 
■-lity/'  chimed 
w  and  loose." 
hat  is  a  kind 
'  said  John," 
i  chain. 
any?"inquir- 

t  stand  the 
ivered  John, 
the  fair  one. 
ire  or  in  the 

h  this  place, 
city.  The'e 
5sh,  oyste's, 
uld  desi'e," 
k  of  coarse 

livia,"  said 
nate  ?!' 
have  been 
think  will 

sick  ?"  said 

d   Miller's 


I  am  never  lonely  or  homesick  when  I  can 
have  plenty  of  books  to  read,  or  friends  to 
associate  with." 

Scene  the  Second. — "Come,  young  friends," 
said  the  old  gentleman,  as  a  servant  entered 
with  a  heavy  silver  waiter,  loaded  with  beau- 
tifully embossed  goblets  filled  with  wine,  "  let 
us  stir  up  our  social  powers  with  a  little  fruit 
of  the  vine." 

Being  hard  to  resist  temptation  when  it 
walks  in  silver  slippers,  and  wearing  the 
appearance  of  wealth,  beauty,  intelligence,  and 
fashion,  each  guest  partook  of  the  sparkling 
wine  except  John  Scribner. 

"  I  thank  you,  sir,"  said  John ;  "  I  have  no 
occasion  for  the  article." 

"  What !  Master  John,  can't  you  indulge  in 
a  single  glass  for  our  gratification  ?"  said  the 
old  gentleman,  with  surprise. 

"Excuse  me,  Mr.  Matthews.  I  should  be 
glad  to  please  you  in  this  thing  were  it  not  a 
matter  of  conscience  with  me,"  said  John. 

"  You  are  one  of  the  pledged  disciples,  I  sup- 
pose, not  to  use,  or  countenance  its  use  in 
others  ?"  inquired  the  old  Gentleman. 

"  Yes,  I  have  not  tasted  alcohol,  in  any  form, 
since  I  was  a  small  boy,"  replied  Scribner. 

"  I  hope  you  don't  call  good  old  Madeira 
alcohol,  do  you?" 

"  It  contains  some — a  sufficient  quantity  to 
create  an  appetite  for  stronger  drinks," 

"  Well,  weally,  this  is  very  stwange  j  I  neve* 
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vn!'f  °^  T^  ^  *^S'"  ^^-l  *e  expanding 
young  gentleman.  '^         ^ 

l,«!i*t  "°*  ^Vfy  ^*''«"Se  *°  those  of  us  who 
have  known  John  and  his  father  for  veZ" 
rephed  Joseph  Schoolcraft.  ^      ' 

Jt'^nf  I!"  *':^"ed  up '  after  the  most  straitest 
sect  of  the  cold  water-ites,"  said  Hopkins. 
H«f  fi'^'^"  *^  Schoolcraft  and  Scribuer  fami- 
lies  there  was  very  little  affinity.     The  entire 
mfluence  of  the  former  was  exerted  against  U^ 
temperance  enterprise,  while  that  of  thelatter 
was  employed  fo  promote  it;    which  no  doubl 
was  the  cause  of  the  coldness  between  them 
The  young  Schoolcrafts  doubtless  were  dad  of 
an  opportunity  to  mortify  Scribn^s  ffS 
m  the  presence  of  this  gay  family;  but  hf 
pnnciples  were  too  well  matured  tJgive  way 

Sn^b^^   7*?  *''!  rr"^"'  temptatiol     hZ 
fans  had_c  aamed  to  be  a  temperance  man,  bu^ 

iS'tc'Jr  *°r'«^  to  withstand  the 

Sv^'dr^S!"  "■"'  '"  ^""'^  '"■ 

"Master  John,"  said  Mr.  Matthews,  "you 

ari:rSMo*yrp?^*^'^^"--^*^- 

"Most certainly,"  said  John,  confidently. 
^„    ^'^Z',  J^""  .^°n  t  consider  it  wrong  per  ae 

"  I  do,"  replied  John. 

'[  What  harm  caa  there  be  in  takinsr  an  oo 
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"  I  must  confess  I  am  not  casuist  enough  to 
tell  whether  the  sin  lies  in  the  act  of  drinking, 
or  of  being  drunk;  whether  the  sin  of  the 
suicide  lies  in  the  act  of  stabbing  himself,  or  in 
the  act  of  dying;  nor  am  I  aware  that  it  makes 
much  difference.  All  drunkards  are  made  by 
drinking  alcohol  in  some  form.  Now,  if  all 
will  at  once  discontinue  its  use,  there  will  be 
no  inebriates." 

"  Then  you  object  to  its  use  on  the  ground 
of  its  being  wrong  ?"  said  the  old  gentleman. 

"  Drunkenness,  Mr.  Matthews,  is  a  terrible 
evil  in  our  land.  Drinking  leads  to  intem- 
perance. If  I  use  it  at  all,  my  influence  may 
lead  others  to  drink,  and  eventually  to  intem- 
perance. In  view  of  these  things,  I  consider 
it  wrong  to  use  it." 

"  Master  John,  I  think  you  are  wise  above 
what  is  written.  Olivia,  bring  me  the  Bible 
and  my  glasses;"  said  Mr.  Matthews,  "I  want 
to  convince  this  young  development  of  Puritan- 
ism that  he  is  wrong." 

When  the  Bible  came,  and  the  glasses  were 
brushed  and  adjusted,  the  old  gentleman 
opened  it  and  read :  "  Drink  no  longer  water, 
but  use  a  little  wine  for  thy  stomach's  sake, 
and  thine  often  infirmities."  He  shut  the 
book,  and  said,  "  Master  John,  do  you  believe 
the  apostle  Paul  was  inspired  ?" 

"  I  have  had  no  doubt  of  it  for  years." 
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w     t 


ma"  %^''\^''^f''^.  ^^  ^^^^^  a^^ise  or  com- 
mand Timothy  to  do  that  which  was  wronff  ?" 
Not  for  a  moment."  ^ 

"Well,  you  have  just  said  you  believe  it 
wrong  to  use  wme :  now,  how  can  you  recon- 
cile y^J  teachmg  with  that  of  the  apostle  r  in- 
quired Mr.  Matthews,  with  a  triumphant  air. 

proposed  several  questions,  involving  a  num 
ber  of  points  which  I  will  t^y  to  meet  :1 

manliand^''*^^  '''''  ^  '^'^''^  temperance 

thrt."^^'"^'  certainly,  the  passage  plainly  implies 
"Tut!  tut!   Nonsense!" 

.rrll^tV^^  ""^  repeat  it:  ^  Drink  no  longer 
y^t^r,  hut  me  a  mie  wine:    Now,  to  m.y  mind 

Jtff  r^'f  ^  P^^^^  *^^*  ^^  ^^«  «o  temperate 
that  he  did  not  even  use  'a  little  wine  ' 

<  .  ^?««^d.  Paul  directed  him  to  use  a  little 
lor  his  stomach's  sake,'  or  as  a  medicine  It 
was  on  account  of  his  feeble  health  and  infirmi- 
ty that  Paul  directed  him  to  use  a  little.  If 
we  are  careful  to  useit  for  medicine,  there  will 
08  no  harm  m  it. 

"  Third.     The  wine  which  he  directed  Tim- 
othy to  use  was  a  very  different  article  from  ours 
It  was  the  pure  juice  of  the  grape,  and  proba; 
bly  unfermented :  our  wines,  if  pure,  contain  a 
large  quantity  of  alcohol,  and  very  Jften  (I  am 
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sorry  to  say)  they  are  nothing  but  poisonous 
counterfeits.  These  things,  therefore,  give  the 
passage  a  very  different  meaning." 

"  Did  I  understand  you,"  inquired  Holyday, 
"that  a  moderate  use  of  wine  would  lead  to 
inebriation  ?" 

"  I  do  say  so,"  answered  Scribner. 

"Can  you  point  to  one  instance?" 

' '  I  think  I  can  to  several  of  them.  Samuel 
Forrester  died  a  drunkard.  He  was  connected 
with  one  of  the  wealthiest  families  in  the  state. 
I  have  been  credibly  informed  that  he  drank 
nothing  but  wine  until  he  was  twenty-one 
years  of  age.  George  Cooper  is  another  ex- 
ample. All  the  early  part  of  his  life  he  drank 
nothing  but  champagne." 

"  If  the  cases  which  I  have  cited  do  not 
satisfy  you,  I  will  call  your  attention  to  a 
passage  of  Scripture."  He  opened  the  Bible 
and  read  the  following  passage  :  "  Who  hath 
woe?  Who  hath  sorrow?  Who  hath  conten- 
tion's? Who  hath  babbling?  Who  hath  wounds 
without  cause?  Who  hath  redness  of  eyes? 
They  that  tarry  long  at  the  wine;  they  that 
go  to  seek  mixed  wine.  Look  not  thou  upon 
the  wine  when  it  is  red,  when  it  giveth  its 
color  in  the  cup,  when  it  moveth  itself  aright. 
At  the  last  it  hiteth  like  a  serpent,  and  stingeth 
like  an  adder."  "  Now,  in  this  passage,"  con- 
tinued Scribner,  '^^woe,'  ^sorrow'  ^contentions,' 
^babbling,'  ^wounds  without  cause/  and  ^redness 
of  et/es'  are  spoken  of  as  evils  no  less  fearful 
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and  dreadful  than  the  bite  of  a  serpent  or  the 

S  nf  "^  "^fr''^?^  If  being  the  legitimate 
iruits  01  wtne  drinking. 

"Come,  my  brave  fellows,"  interrupted  Mr. 
M.,  as  the  servant  entered,  "  Master  John's 
sermon  on  the  use  of  wine  has  made  us  rather 

sipped  the  sparkling  -.quid. 

mil^^  ^?  /'J^""   "^^  ^  g^*^^  appetite  for 

goblet  between  her  thumb  and  finger 

thro^giEf'^^"'^''"^'^^^"-'^^^ 

"  Charmingly." 

"  Yours,  Mr.  Hopkins  ?" 
Very  well,  indeed." 

"St.  Nicholas !  Master  John,  you've  cot  a 
hard  row  to  hoe  if  you  convertCKht 
^'iXnVr  '^^  '^'  >^««'>erourappeS." 
are  JftfloT^tindir ^^^* ^°"  =  ^''^^^'^^ 

yo:tf  we  l^^trrfil^rchr-T'ir 
conclusion!"  ™corngible.'  Chantable 

cen^'tfbl  ^^'■^'^-Tte  heavy  marble  top 
centre  table  upon  which  had  been  Ivin^ 
beautifu  copies  of  Byron,  Shakspeare  Ossj' „^ 
and  the  latest  works  of  kusemS„T's,ru!n^' 
rer  besides  various  other  mSlfneoufworks 
in  abundance,  was  drawn  out  from  the  wa  V 


■ 


THE  SATAmC  LICENSE. 


40 


relieved  of  its  literary  burden,  and  a  pack  of 
cards  placed  in  its  stead. 

'*  Come,  Master  John,"  said  the  old  gentle- 
man, "  you  have  no  objection  to  taking  a 
game  of  whist,  have  you  ?" 

'^  I  must  decline,"  answered  John. 
"Why,  you  are  very  unsocial;   certainly 
there  can  be  no  harm  in  this.     We  play  for 
amusement,  you  know." 

"  I  have  the  same  objection  to  this  that  I 
have  to  tippling.  If  there  were  none  to  play 
for  amusement,  there  would  be  no  gamblers." 
"  Come,  Mr.  gcribner,"  whispered  Olivia  in 
his  ear,  "play  one  game  with  me.  I  am 
afraid  father  will  think  you  are  monkish  and 
unsocial." 

"  I  cannot  conscientiously  do  it,"  said  John, 
in  a  low  tone;  "I  must  decline." 

"How  can  you  reject  so  fair  a  hand?" 
asked  Holyday. 

*'  Knowing  the  evils  of  card  playing  as  well 
as  I  do,  I  should  be  constrained  to  reject  an 
angel's  hand  if  he  enticed  me,"  answered 
Scribner,  solemnly. 

Cne  game  was  played;  another,  and  yet 
another.  He  was  as  well  entertained  as  a 
man  could  be  by  amusements  in  which  he 
felt  no  interest.  While  others  played,  ho 
thought  of  the  power  of  the  Matthews  family 
to  do  evil.  His  mind  was  occupied  with 
thoughts  of  Olivia's  beauty,  dignity,  intellect, 

and    cultivation,    anrl    \\f\XKr   foqT>Ai1lTT  «n  AT ! 
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qualities  augmented  her  power  to  destroy  the 
young  people  of  Hanvood,  when  suddenly  the 
strokes  of  the  clock  broke  in  upon  his  revery. 
•^ri"^?'"  he  counted.  "Is  it  possible," 
said  he  to  himself,"  "it  is  two  o'clock  in  the 
morning  ?  This  is  rather  late  for  a  temperance 
man  He  politely  bade  the  company  ffood 
night  as  he  withdrew  from  the  room  and  went 
home. 

"Scribner  is  very  unsocial/'  said  the  old 
gentleman. 

Jolua  '^  ^  ^^'^  ^^  *^^  ^^^  ^^^^^'"  ^^^w^^^d 

'  'Is  his  father  so  unsocial  and  superstitious  ?" 
continued  Mr.  Matthews. 

"  Worse,  if  possible,"  replied  Josoph.  "He 
has  never  allowed  one  of  his  children  to  go  to 
a  ball  or  a  whist  party,  or  to  drink  wine  or 
any  thing  else." 

''That  must  be  a  vewy  wational  way  to 
bwing  up  a  family  of  child'en,"  said  John, 
brushing  his  whiskers. 

.  The  playing  of  whist  and  sipping  of  wine, 
interspersed  with  conversation,  continued  un- 
til  three  o'clock  in  the  morning. 

JScenethe  Fourth.^^ ow  go  with  me,  if  vou 
please,  into  Philip  Hopkins's  sleeping  room, 
to  see  what  is  his  condition  after  his  first 
nights  debauch.  He  was  professedly  a  tem- 
perance man.  He  has  been  enticed  by  beauty 
intelligence,  and  fashion,  to  partake  of  the 
maddening  bowl.     It  has  taken  away  aU  self- 
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respect,  self-control,  and  regard  for  decency. 

What  but  wine  could  induce  him  to  stretch 

I  out  his  length  between  the  sheets  of  a  clean 

bed  with  his  filthy  boots  and  mud-bespattered 

garments?   What  but  wine  could  so  stupefy 

and  steal  away  the  active  and  wakeful  ener- 

ges  of  the   industrious   and   worthy  Philip 

Hopkms  as  to  cause  him  to  doze  and  snore  a 

full  hour  after  sunrise  ?  Look  again :  the  sun 

has  rolled  far  up  the  heavens,  the  mornino' 

song  of  birds  has  died  away,  the  dews  are  gone 

from  the  earth,  and  the  day  laborer  has   loner 

!  smce  gone  to  his  task;  and  yet  he  sleeps !       ° 

!     feurely  ''loine  is  a  mocker, ^^ 

Beware,  0  beware,  reader  how  you  yield  to 
temptation!  Remember,  the  leopard  is  no  less 
voracious  because  his  spots  are  beautiful,  nor 
the  serpent  less  poisonous  because  his  scales 


Well,  my  son."  said  Mr.  Scribner,  the  next 
mornmg,  "you  were  out  very  late  last  ni^ht?" 
T  • ''  /i!'"'  ^^?!wered  John,  "much  later  than 
II  am  m  the  habit  of  staying  out." 

"  You  were  so  highly  entertained,  I  conclude 
jyojijere  not  conscious  of  the  rapid  flight  o^ 

"Inspecting  the  entertainment,  father    I 
have  but  little  to  say."  ' 

I     "  Why,  what  was  the  matter  ?     Were  vou 
[not  pleased  wifli  ,r^»,.  « «„      ^^^^  ^^" 
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.  ''It  would  save  you  many  unpleasant  feel- 
mgs,  tather,  if  you  would  not  mk  further  infor- 
mation  about  it." 

"  Why,  John,  you  surprise  me.     What  new 
discoveries  have  you  made  ?" 

."  I  am  sorry  to  say  that  I  am  sadly  disap- 
pointed  in  that  family."  *^         ^ 

"What  have  you  seen?    Come,   don't  hold 
me  in  suspense."  " 

"  Well,  to  begin  with,  as  a  family  they  have 

wi^^TiTnthU"  •     ^''''  "^  •  ^^"  ^^^^'*^-« 
"  Yes  we  did,   father,   in  great  abundance 
and  silver  goblets  to  drink  from  "      ""''^^^^^' 
^^^^Fo^.  didn't   drink  any  of  it,   I  hope  ;  did 

"  Do  you  think  I  could  resist  the  temptation 
when  invited  by  Olivia  ?"  I'^^won 

"Can—it— be—possible,  John,notwithstand. 
mg  my  example,  and  all  I  have  said  on  this 
subject,  you  have  yielded  your  principles,  and 
disgraced  yourself  and  your  family  ?" 

"Be  at  rest  father;  I  do  wrong  thus  to  trifle 

with  your  feelmgs;  Fdid  not  partake.     I  was 

urged  again  and  again,  but  refused  to  touch  it " 

I  thank  God  for  his  preseving  care   over 

you!     exclaimed    the    old   gentleman,    with 

tearful  eye.     "  If  I  had  been  presented  with  a 

half  million  of  dollars,  it  would  not  have  been 

a  matter  of  so  great  rejoicing." 
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e.     What  new 


ou  didn't  have 


"  I  knew,  father,  it  would  distress  you  very 
[much  if  I  did  partake  of  it,  although  I  had  uo 
[inclination  or  desire  to  do  it." 

"  How  many  of  them  drank  ?" 

"  All  but  myself." 

"Why,  Philip  Hopkins  did  not,  I  hope?" 

"0,  yes;  he  drank  very  freely,  and  seemed 
|to  relish  it  well." 

"  And  he  a  temperance  man !" 

"  He  is  one  nommally ;  but  the  root  of  the 
[matter  is  not  in  him,  or  he  would  not  have 
[broken  his  pledge." 

"  Poor  Philip!  0,  how  it  would  grieve  his 
[poor  mother,  if  she  knew  it !  I  am  really  con- 
[cemed  for  Philip.  I  am  afraid  he  has  entered 
[the  vortex  of  ruin,"  said  Mr.  Scribner,  with 
luch  apparent  solicitude. 

"  Oh,  I  hope  not,  father." 

"  There  is  but  little  hope  in  h:^  case  now  ; 
he  has  deliberately  broken  his  pledge,  and  vio- 
lated his  temperance  principles.  When  a 
young  man  does  that,  I  consider  him  in  the 
same  danger  I  do  a  ship  in  a  storm  when  she 
parts  her  cable ;  ruin  is  almost  certain." 

"  It  is  frequently  the  case,  I  know;  but  I 
can't  give  up  Philip  yet ;  he  is  too  good  a  young 
man,"  said  John. 

"  Did  young  Holyday  drink  ?" 
"0,  yes,  as  freely  as  any  of  them.     I  thought 
he  tned  very  hard   to  get  into   Olivia's  good 
graces,  and  drank  more  on  that  account." 
"  The  Schoolcrafts  all  drank,  did  they  ?" 
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"Susan  with  the  rest?" 

"  Yes." 

r  ou^  ?^^  ^  ^^^^^P^e  of  Christ !« 
u  T.  ®r  *^  *""^^  to  be,  I  believe." 
.       ^*  "^^^  «eem  as  if  the  devil  had  come  down 

a  wfne  Wbb^H^^^^  '"^  «<^complished  Olivia  is 
a.  wine  DiDber !     I  was  m  hopes  she  would  Ha 

buUn^t^Af'jK  r"?8  8irl8  in  our  society ; 
"Yes  butth,?K'  ffK^'"  prove  a  cursed-! 
"vLT '  ""*,*'>"■'  'sn  t  the  worst  of  it,  father  » 

What  ca«  be  worse?"  said  the  old  gentleWn 
"  They  had  card  playing  »  Kentleman. 

wo^?^'^^'"-^"'^-'   I^^Po^^ble!   Woweand 
"It  is  even  so,  father." 

"  Did  they  use  cards  ?" 
^1 0,  yes." 

"What's   the   reason,  then    it  i^^r^H  n.^A 
playing?  Let  them  call'it  what  th^ till - 

Whtstov  tmst,~mei   I  should   think   it   wnnU 

reqmre  a  pretty  ha«l  to«<  to  throw  oTThe 
charge  of  caxd  playing.     It  vexes  me  to  see 
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the  disposition,  at  the  present  day,  not  to  call 

things   by   their  right  names.      All   this  is 

dressing  up  vice  in  a  new  form,   to  make  it 

attractive  and  palatable.     If  the  plague  had 

broken  out  in  our  town,  I  should  not  have  felt 

worse.     How  far  the  immoral,  deadly  contar 

gion  will  spread  from  this  family,  the  Lord 

only  knows.     If  they  were  low  and  vicious, 

they  could  do  but  little  injury.    Young  people 

are  not  often  tempted  to  sin  by  the  squalid 

faxie,  haggard  form,  and  tattered  garments  of 

intemperance.    But  when  it  assumes  the  forms 

of  beauty,  intelligence  and  wealth,  they  are 

charmed,  and  easily  led  astray." 

"It  will  take  well,  replied  Jol  n,  "with  many 
of  the  young  people  in  this  place.  And  no 
doubt  it  Will  strengthen  the  Schoolcraft  family 
very  much  in  their  opposition  to  the  tem- 
perance cause." 

"It  will  do  them  but  little  good.  The 
power  of  the  Schoolcraft  family  to  do  harm 
will  soon  be  taken  away,"  said  Mr.  Scribner. 
"  To  what  do  you  refer,  father?" 
"You  know  he  mortgaged  his  farm  when 
he  built  his  distillery.  I  heard  yesterday 
that  Mr.  Helms  is  going  to  foreclose  imme- 
diately.    If  he  does,  it  will  ruin  him." 

*'  That  will  be  very  mortifying  to  the 
lamily,"  said  John.  «  They  feel  very  impor- 
tant now." 

"Dishonor  and  ruin  are  before  them,  I 
thmk.    The  Bible  savs.   'Pride  enMh  bpfnre 
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Mr^'fZy'^^i  V    ^r^^'y^  '^"^^  before   a 
laii.      1  may  not  live  to  see  it:  but  I  am  mn 

ibis  businesl"  ^°^  '"*""  ^  «*«'  "P^" 

"  They  made  a  great  deal  of  sport  of  me  h^ 

^U  ''"J^^/,  "iS*  '^"'"'^  ^tl"  them  "  ^ 

f  Hey  did!  Poor  creatures!  Well  let  them 

fyZ  ^"^  ^°'  •"Staining  your  KSe^ 

nn^  9    .*'*?y.  accused  me  of  being  unsocial 

^  WS   r  '°  ""^  r*'°»''"  '^^^  Jol^ 
with  «fi  f     -f  ^?".  ^''^®  become  acquainted 
mth  the  family,  their  habits  and  princio  e»  I 

Stt:  •>  *'"  ^^-^  °^  *^»^P*''«««.  then  you 

aad^rrylKd'th'^t'''*^^' ""r-' 

will  follow."  '  *^  '''®'''°S  °f  Ctod 


THE  SATANIC  LICENSE. 


63 


CHAPTER  IV. 


THE  VILLA. 


"  It  was  the  loveliest  paradise 

That  mortal  eyes  might  wish  to  see; 
For  singing  birds  with  golden  throats 

Flung  mellow  notes  from  every  tree. 
The  wind  bore  on  the  lamb's  low  bleat; 

Old  Brindle  lay  with  drowsy  head; 
The  humming  bee  sang  soft  and  sweet, 

Then  nestled  on  his  rose-leaf  bed." 

"My  dear  father,"  said  a  little  brigh<>eyed 
girl,  who  had  scarcely  passed  through  nine 
summers,  as  she  threw  her  arms  around  his 
neck,  "you  won't  drink  any  more;  will  you, 
father  ?" 

"Why,  my  daughter?" 

"  0,  you  are  so  much  more  kind  to  us  when 
you  don't." 

"  Is  that  all  the  reason  ?" 

"  No,  father;  it  makes  you  sick,  and  wastes 
your  property,  and " 

"  And  what  ?"  asked  the  fathc^r,  interrupting 

"And  it  makes  mother  feel  so  bad,  I  am 

afraid  it  will  make  her  sick ;  and "     The 

poor  girl's  heart  was  too  full  to  say  more.  She 
dashed  away  her  tears,  embraced  him.  and 
wept  aloud. 


^» 
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of  a  fit  of  siStr.       j^f  ™*'°»«equence 

cated.    He~2S7fero^r'''*"^- 
of  good  talenf  «3  fnii        n         'Vermont;  a  man 

in  his  conversation  Lh  '  "i!""«^«'  affable 
general  deportment  Mu2  ""'■^^'^^  »  ^^^ 
were  bestowed  uDon  hi,  ",  "T  ^^  ^abor 
parents.   WhKl^-      ^^^  education  by  his 

rich  merchant     ih^l^^^^S^^^'^^^y^^ 

kind  and  affectionate  hTart  ^T''^^'^'''  """^  ^ 
years,  she  was  a  rirl  nf  ?.  ■^*'''  °°«  «f  her 

tainments     Sht  was  L^^'iTr"  ^^"^^^y  at- 
devotedly  pious    "^^'^ ''^autiful,  graceful,  ^d 

-mpoun^o^'aile^a^J-as  a  «tr^^^^^ 
luiess,  pure  refinPTnar.+       ^    ^^^  ^^^ural  love- 

Aiter  sSgTeveraT  nf'T'-P'^*^- 
ciety,  Mr"^  Howfa^d    Same     h  "*  ^."''  ^°- 
enamoured  with  W  ^'^''fi'oe    charmed  and 

made  known  Ws  feeLt  "'"!."*  'l"^"^^-    He 
tion  he  frnd  tw^^:^rf^  to  hisgratifica. 

Sdufity^^^^^^M 
P-nceofnuieSjStfr^tedin^e 
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brilliant   wedding   party.     No  couple    ever 
launched  out  on  life's  tempestuous  ocean  un- 
der a  fairer  sky  and  more  propitious  breezes. 
They  settled  in  one  of  the  towns  skirting 
the  beautiful  Hudson.     The  large  patrimony 
which  he  received  from  her  father's  estate 
enabled  him  to  purchase  a  farm  lying  on  the 
bank  of  that  ever-charming  stream  of  water. 
For  locality,  fertility,  and  beauty  of  scenery  it 
was  unsurpassed.     The  highly-cultivated  fruit 
and  ornamental  trees,  gravel  walks,  bowers, 
and  arbors,  overspread  with  grape   and  other 
vines,  and    the    great  variety  of   beautiful 
flowers  ever  sending  out  upon  the  passing 
breeze  their  sweet    fragrance,  made    it    an 
earthly    paradise.      Upon    an    eminence    he 
erected  a  villa.     In  its  construction,  taste, 
beauty,  and  convenience,  were  carefully  com- 
bined.    Its  pleasant  and  spacious  rooms  were 
finished  and  ornamented  in  the  best  style,  and 
supplied  with  heavy  rosewood  and  mahogany 
furniture  from  the  city. 

"My  dear,  this  is  a  beautiful  world,"  said 
Mrs.  Rowland,  one  evening,  as  they  sat  upon 
the  observatory,  while  the  golden  haze  of 
heaven's  light  was  gently  mingUng  with 
earth's  shadows. 

"  It  is  a  charming  world,  Grace,"  replied  her 
husband. 

"How  beautifully  those  mountains  appear 
m  the  far  distance !  How  distinctly  we  can 
discern  their  outlines  in  the  o-nlrlAn   lia.iiff 
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And  how  qmetly  the  blue  hills  seem  to  sleep 
Zl  !^"  ^^I'gJ^t!  And  0,  Henry,  do  se^ 
how  i«rfectly  every  tree,  mountain,  Lid  hill 
«*  reflected  from  the  opposite  side  of  Z 

«Ja^I^°  -f^  ^"^  accurately  every  steamer 
«T  I-TH  °^  ^''^'^  ^«»«el  are  reflected!" 
«„^  i.  **"?'^  I  never  saw  nature  so  tranquil, 
and  the  nver  so  quiet." 

"illfu'^''^°''\^^l    "^^  Mrs.  Howland, 
in  the  language  of  Thompson,— 

T  1    XT  i      -       *  ^^0  can  paint 
Like  Nature?    Can  Imagination  I       * 
Amid  Its  gay  creation,  hues  like  he,      ' 

B&ilU      said  Henry.     "Have  you  observed 
Grace,  how  those  mountains  a/ay  in  thews' 
tance  yonder  melt  away  into  each  other?" 
O,  certainly.     It  was  that  which  reminded 

me  of  those  beautiful  lines  of  Thompson  And 
the  scene  before  us  affords  me  the  greater 

7rJ^^  if  beautiful  river,  its  banks,  cov- 
ered with  shrubs  and  sweet  flowers,  the  beel 
Img  rock,  and  mountain  peak,—     ' 

WlKM  hoi!  aams  Is,  mi  (hi  thZZv'' 
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"I  have  always,"  said  Henry,  "been  charmed 
with  a  sunset  scene.  It  awakens  sweet  asso- 
ciations in  my  mind.  One  evening,  when  I 
was  quite  young,  my  mother  taught  me  a 
verse  while  sitting  on  the  bank  of  a  small  lake 
near  our  dwelling." 

"What  was  it?"  asked  Grace.  "Do  you 
remember  ?" 

"  I  think  I  can  repeat  it : — 


'  And  brightly  on  the  lake's  broad  breast 

The  hues  of  evening  glow ; 
More  richly  still  their  splendors  rest 

On  that  far  mountain's  brow. 
The  vaulted  sky  displays  on  high 

The  blissful  hues  of  even ; 
And  earth  the  while  repays  each  smile 

Of  beauty  caught  from  heaven.'  " 

"  0,  how  beautiful !"  exclaimed  Grace,  *'and 
how  descriptive  of  tb^  K»cene  before  us !" 

Grace  and  Henry  both  were  great  admirers 
of  the  beautiful  and  sublime.  The  first  sum- 
mer at  the  villa  they  spent  many  happy  even- 
ings in  the  observatory,  looking  off  on  the 
smooth  bosom  of  the  river,  and  the  blue  ridge 
extending  far  away  towards  the  setting  sun. 

A  few  months  after  the  above  conversation, 
Mr.  Howland  was  invited  to  accompany  sev- 
eral gentlemen  from  Albany  on  a  fishing  ex- 
cursion. Having  a  taste  for  sporting,  he  con- 
sented to  go. 

After  all  suitable  arangements  and  preparer 
tions,  werej  made,  they  entered  their  little 
craft,  and  shoved  off  for  Lon^r  Point. 
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a  '-  uTx®.'  ^®^^g®'"  said  Thomas   Thornton, 
ain  t  It  time  to  crack  a  bottle  of  champagne  ?" 

iL  "^^  t^^  ^^^"S  ^  ^^  *^at  question  my- 
self,  said  George  Eastman  j  ''  but  I  felt  a  bite, 
and  thought  I  would  take  another  trout  first " 
'Never  mind  your  trout,"  repUed  Thornton : 
**  take  that  afterwards." 

"  Come,   boys,  here's  long  life  to  you,  and 
plenty  of  good  fat  trout,"  said  Eastman,  as  he 
drew  the  cork  and  took  a  hearty  drink. 
J'That^s  prime  champagne,"  added  Thornton 
alter  taking  a  heavy  draught.  ' 

"Take  hold,  Rowland;  help  yourself,"  said 
Eastman. 

"I  thank  you,"   he  answered:    "I  have  no 
occasion  for  drinking." 

^'  No  occasion !  that  is  very  strange  lanffuaffe 
for  a  fisherman."  ^  , 

"More  strange  for  a  gentleman!"  said 
Inornton. 

"I  know  it  is  used  by  both  ;  but  gentleman 
or  hshennan,  whichever  you  are  pleased  to 
call  me,  I  am  not  in  the  habit  of  usinff  the 
article."  * 

"  You  fear  the  effects,  I  suppose?"  said  East- 
man, laughing. 

"  I  don't  know  that  I  do ;  yet  I  have  known 
many  who  commenced  a  course  of  inebriation 
by  drmkmg  wine." 

"Poh!  poh!  man.  Take  hold,  and  lay 
a^ide  your  delicate  scruples  of  conscience  for 
once,   said  Thornton. 


OR 

Thornton, 
ampagne  ?" 
estion  my- 
'.  fell  a  bite, 
trout  first." 
Thornton ; 

you,  and 
nan,  as  he 
ink. 
Thornton, 

•self,"  said  . 

[  have  no 

I  language 

m!"  said 

entleman 
leased  to 
ising  the 

aid  East- 
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He  yielded  and  drank,  and  drank  again; 
and  long  before  night,  to  the  satisfa^jtion  of 
his  company,  he  became  merry,  and  occa- 
sionally threw  off  coruscations  and  flashes  of 
wit  which  delighted  them. 

When  Howland  returned  home,  he  had  not 
entirely  recovered  from  the  exhilarating  effects 
of  wine.     His  wife  saw  it.    She  could  not,  she 
dare  not,  think  he  had   been  tippling.     "He 
acts  and  talks  strangely,"  thought  she  :  "  can 
it  be  possible  Henry  is  intoxicated  ?   0,  I  can- 
not believe  it.     He  has  always   been  tempe- 
rate :    it  can't   be   he   has   now   commenced 
drinking;  yet  I  am  afraid  it  is  so."     Her  sus- 
picions cast  a  dense  cloud  of  gloom  over  her 
mind.     If  the  angel  of  death  had  spread  his 
dark  wing  over  their  dwelling  and  the  sur- 
rounding scenery,  her  emotions  could  not  have 
been  more  painful,  nor  her  forebodings  of  fu- 
ture ill   more  certain.     The  thought   that  it 
might  he  so  cast   a   shadow   over   the  villa, 
shrubbery,  flowers,  and  pleasure  grounds,  that 
robbed  them  of  half  their  beauty.    She  sought 
her  closet,  and  He  who  sees  in  secret  was  the 
only  witness  to  her  agony  and  tears,  and  the 
outgushing  of  her   soul   to  God  for  Henry's 
preservation  from   the   horrible   vice    of   in- 
temperance. 

"  My  dear,"  said  Howland,  a  few  days  after 
the  fishing  excursion,  "  have  you  any  objec- 
tions to  my  bringing  into  the  house  a  few 
bottles  of  champagne  ?" 
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'^Champagne!   Why,  for  what  purpose?" 
"  Why,  to  treat  our  friends  when  they  call, 
in  case  they  use  it " 

"  I  hope  you  will  not,  Henry." 
-    a  Why,  my  dear,  what  objections  have  you?" 
"  I  am  afraid  of  the  consequences." 
^'  Why,  Grace,  you  are  not  afraid  on  my  ac- 
count, are  you  ?" 

"  No,  not  that  wholly;  there  are  other " 

"  Then  it  is  that  in  part,  is  it?"  said  How- 
land,  interrupting  his  wife. 

"  I  can't  say  my  dear,  I  have  no  fears  on 
your  account,"  replied  Grace,  feelingly. 
<*  Well,  what  other  objections  have  you  ?" 
**  The  example,  Henry ;  the  influence  we 
shall  exert  over  our  friends  and  neighbors :  the 
circumstances  we  are  in  give  us  a  powerful 
influence  over  them,  either  for  weal  or  woe," 
said  Mrs.  Howland  solemnly. 

"  Well,  Grace,  I  readily  assent  to  all  you 
have  said  ;  but  it  is  the  custom  here  to  use  it, 
and  to  keep  it  in  the  house.  I  presume  there 
is  not  a  family  within  ten  miles  but  uses  it. 
And  what  shall  we  do?  Shall  we  be  singular 
and  lose  caste  by  it  ?"  . 

"  Are  you  sure  that  it  is  so,  Henry  ?" 
*'  I  kmm  it  is  so,   at  least  in  some  of  the 
families  near  us,"  he  answered  with  emphasis. 
«'  Do  they  use  it  at  Colonel  Richmond's  ?" 
**  Certainly.     I  was    in    there    yesterday 
morning,  and  almost  the  iirst  thing  I  saw  was 
a  wine  decanter." 
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"  Did  you  partake  of  it  ?" 

"  I  just  wet  my  lips,  so  as  not  to  be  consid- 
ered singular." 

"0  my  dear  Henry,  I  fear  the  consequences 
of  this,"  said  his  wife  weeping. 

**  You  need  have  no  fears  on  my  account 
Grace.  I  certainly  deprecate  intemperance  as 
much  as  any  person  living.  I  wish  to  do  this 
only  to  accommodate  myself  to  the  usages  of 
society,  and  to  maintain  our  standing  in  the 
first  circles — which  I  am  sure  we  cannot  do 
without." 

"  If  they  think  so  little  of  us  as  to  thrust  us 
out  of  their  society  for  that,  let  them  do  it. 
For  my  part,  I  had  much  rather  have  the  con- 
sciousness of  doing  right  than  the  pleasure  of 
their  society." 

"It  is  always  well  to  be  conscientious, 
Grace ;  but  it  is  sometimes  necessary,  in  order 
to  get  along  smoothly  in  the  world,  to  yield  a 
little  to  public  sentiment." 

"  Not  if  it  is  wrong,"  replied  Mrs.  Rowland. 

A  few  days  after  the  above  conversation, 
Howland  brought  into  the  house  a  large  quan- 
tity of  champagne.  He  uncorked  a  bottle, 
poured  out  some  of  its  sparkling  contents,  and 
presented  it  to  his  wife. 

"  No,  Henry,"  she  very  kindly  replied. 

"  0,  you  will  just  try  its  flavor,"  said  Henry 
rather  beseechingly. 

"  I  cannot,  Henry.     I  am  pledged  not  to 
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use  it,  or  countenance  its  ubo  in  others,"  she 
answered,  solemnly  and  with  tears. 

She  very  soon  saw  that  all  her  suspicions 
were  well  founded.  He  had  already  acquired 
an  appetite  for  it,  and  drank  it  free  at  home 
and  abroad. 

A  few  weeks  subsequent  to  the  introduction 
of  champagne  to  the  villa,  Henry  was  invited 
to  ride  with  Colonel  Richmond  to  the  city  of 
Hudson.  This  gentleman  (if  gentleman  he 
may  be  called)  was  in  the  habit  of  using  intoxi- 
cating drinks  very  freely  as  a  beverage.  Far 
advanced  in  years,  and  still  farther  in  vice  and 
dissipation,  Henry  could  not  have  chosen  a 
more  dangerous  companion.  He  was  intelli- 
gent, affable,  and  remarkably  loquacious,  which 
armed  him  with  fearful  power  to  destroy  his 
associates.  He  had  been  in  the  army,  and 
passed  through  several  battles  and  hair-breadth 
escapes,  which  furnish  him  with  a  large  supply 
of  materials  to  entertain  his  companions.  Hen- 
ry was  led  by  the  colonel  into  an  elegantly 
furnished  saloon,  where  the  most  of.  the  night 
was  spent  in  dissipation. 

This  was  the  first  night  Grace  had  spent 
without  the  company  of  her  husband  since 
their  marriage.  "  One— two — three,''  she  coun- 
ted, as  the  strokes  of  the  clock  sadly  vibrated 
upon  her  ear,  "and  yet  Henry  has  not  come." 
She  seated  herself  at  one  of  the  windows,  look- 
ing out  upon  the  beautiful  lawn  ;  and  though 
the  moon  shone  brightly  upon   shrubs   and 
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flowers,  casting  over  them  a  flood  of  silvery 
light,  and  giving  the  whole  scene  the  appear- 
ance of  some  fairyland,  it  had  no  charms  for 
her.  She  felt  the  need  of  aid  to  sustain  her 
trembling  frame  and  agitated  mind.  Careful- 
ly turning  over  the  leaves  of  a  beautiful  gilt 
Bible,  she  read  the  following  precious  promises : 

"  Thou  wilt  keep  him  in  perfect  peace  whose 
mind  is  stayed  on  thee.  Trust  ye  in  the  Lord 
forever ;  for  in  the  Lord  Jehovah  is  everlasting 
strength." 

"  Cast  thy  burden  upon  the  Lord,  and  he 
shall  sustain  thee :  and  he  shall  never  suiFer 
the  righteous  to  be  moved." 

"  Behold,  the  eye  of  the  Lord  is  upon  them 
that  fear  him,  upon  them  that  hope  in  his 
mercy:  to  deliver  their  soul  from  death,  and 
to  keep  them  alive  in  famine." 

"  The  righteous  cry,  and  the  Lord  heareth, 
and  delivereth  them  out  of  all  their  troubles. 
Many  are  the  afflictions  of  the  righteous :  but 
the  Lord  delivereth  him  out  of  them  all." 

"  The  angel  of  the  Lord  encampeth  round 
about  them  that  fear  him,  and  delivereth 
them." 

Mrs.  Howland  closed  the  Bible,  and  arose 
from  her  seat  with  a  composed  and  tranquil 
mind,  feeling  that  it  was  sweet  to  trust  in  that 
almighty  Being  without  whose  knowledge  not 
a  sparrow  falls  to  the  ground. 

"  Chloe,"  said  she,  "  won't  you  run  to  the 
door?  I  thought  I  heard  a  noise  there." 
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"Good  Lor',  misflus!"  she  exclaimed,  ntiirt- 
ing  back  as  she  opened  the  door,  "  Mas'r 
Howlan's  Hat  down  on  the  pi'za." 

She  ran  to  the  door,  and  to  her  astonish- 
ment her  husband  was  beastly  intoxicated. 

"  O — Gracy,"  he  muttered,  while  making  an 
effort  to  rise,  "  you — up — ^yet  ?  I  thought 
you's — 'bed,  long — go ;  did — 'pon — my — word, 
wife." 

"O  Henry!  Henry!"  said  his  wife,  wildly 
Wringing  her  hands. 

"  Keep-— cool — wife.  I — say — wifey — keep 
— cool.     I'm  foc^/e  mellow,  ye  see,  that's  all." 

"O  that  I  could  have  foreseen  this!"  she 
exclaimed,  as  the  tears  started  from  her  eyes." 

*'  Wifey — no — need  foreseein' ;  things  come 
without  foreseein'  'em,  you  see.  Ha!  ha!  ha" 
he  muttered  out  in  broken  tones,  which  sounded 
to  her  like  echoes  from  the  world  of  woe. 

After  several  attempts,  by  the  assistance  of 
his  wife  and  Chloe,  he  succeeded  in  spreading 
himself  upon  the  sofa,  and  in  a  few  moments 
he  was  soundly  asleep.  The  lamp  burned  diinly 
in  the  hall  as  Chloe  retired  to  rest,  leaving  Mrs. 
Howland  alone  with  her, inebriate  husband. 

Sad  and  bitter  were  her  reflections  as  she 
sat  and  gazed  upon  his  manly  features  in  the 
pale,  cold  light  of  the  moon.  "  Can  it  be  pos- 
sible," she  thought,  "  Henry,  my  own  dear 
Henry  is  a  drunkard?  0,  my  Father  in 
heaven,  do,  I  beseech  thee,  interpose  and  save 
him  from  the  snare  of  the  destroyer!     O 
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Henry,  why  did  you  yield  to  temptation  ?  Tho 
accurned  wme — it  *w  a  mocker.'  I  was  fearful 
this  would  be  the  reBult.  He  has  been  led  on 
by  cruel  associates — he  will  not  continue  it. 
(>— he — unll — wo^— continue  it !  0  God,  have 
mercy,  and  save  him  1"  She  sat  down  by  his 
side,  tenderly  throwing  her  arm  over  him,  and 
prayed  and  wept  until  she  fell  ap^eep. 

From  this  time  the  beautiful  villa  upon  the 
bank  of  the  Hudson  and  its  delightful  scenery, 
had  lost  all  of  its  charms  for  Mrs.  Howland. 
The  flowers  lost  their  fragrance;  the  gentle 
moonbeams  that  danced  brightly  upon  the 
shaven  lawn  wore  an  air  of  gloom;  the  soft 
breezes  that  played  around  the  villa  had  a 
sound  of  dreariness  ;  and  even  the  early  notes 
of  the  robin  and  the  sweet  song  of  the  canary 
awakened  feelings  of  sadness  in  her  soul.  A 
heavy,  crushing  weight  was  upon  her  heart, 
such  as  the  young  wife  always  feels  when  she 
first  discovers  that  the  husband  of  her  youth  is 
a  drunkard. 

Years  rolled  on,  but  the  tears  of  his  wife, 
the  entreaties  of  friends,  and  the  expostula- 
tions of  relatives  had  no  power  to  reform  or  in 
any  degree  restrain  him.  The  grooves  of  vice 
were  too  deeply  worn  in  his  soul  to  be  healed 
by  any  human  agency.  In  consequence  of  his 
frequent  orgies,  his  health  declined,  his  manly 
appearance  fled,  his  character  was  blighted, 
his  affections  for  his  family  waxed  cold,  and 
his  large  estate  melted  away.    He  contracted 
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the  habit  of  gambling— or  rather  a  love  for  it 
without  the  skill,  which  placed  him  in  an  atti- 
tude to  be  filched  out  of  thousands  during  one 
nights  revel ;  nor  did  ba«e  men  fail  to  take 
advantage  of  his  weakness. 

The  night  was  cold,  and  the  earth  was  cov- 
ered with  a  heavy  body  of  snow.  The  mist 
had  frozen  upon  the  trees  and  shrubs,  and 
hung  m  beautiful  festoons  from  their  branches, 
jhe  hoarse  voice  of  the  wind  without,  as  it 
drove  furiously  by  the  villa,  seemed  to  echo 
the  sadness  within. 

Mrs.  Rowland,  pale  and  trembling,  sat  bv 
the  couch  of  her  dying  child.  Little  Edd/, 
her  only  soin,  a  sweet  boy,  three  yeare  of  age 
had  wasted  away  to  a  mere  shadow.  A  d^p 
hollow  cough,  the  hectic  flush,  and  night 
sweats  admonished  Mre.  Rowland  that  ere 
long  she  and  her  dear  boy  must  part.  She 
sat  motionless,  holding  his  thin  hands  in  hem 
cai'eiuUy  watching  his  labored  breathing  and 
the  rapid  strides  of  death.  Doctor  Blwood 
sat  near,  deeply  sympathizing  with  the  af- 
flicted mother. 

'*  Doctor,  you  think  the  child's  dying «" 
asked  Henry,  as  he  entered  the  i-oom  and 
staggered  up  to  the  child. 

"1  think  he  is  very  near  his  end." 

fatw"?^  "^  ^^''^'  ^  ^^'  ^"""^'^  ^""^  ^''^"^  y'^'^'' 

"I  woudn't  disturb  him,  I  think,"  added 
the  Doctor. 
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TT.  I^<>°— my— word,  doctor,  he'll  live  yet. 
His  pulse  18  too  strong  to  die  yet— no  mistake 
doctor,"  said  Rowland,  laughing,  as  he  felt  o^ 
the  child's  wi-ist.  Tuniing  from  the  child,  he 
reeled  against  the  stand,  upon  which  stood  a 
few  china  cups  containing  remedies,  and  over- 
turned it  He  finally  threw  himself  upon  the 
sofa,  and  was  soon  sleeping  soundly. 

The  feelings  of  Mi-s.  Howland  can  be  more 
easily  imagined  than  described.  A  sad  si- 
lence  reigned  in  the  apartment,  such  as  always 
pervades  the  chamber  of  death.  The  domes- 
tics  sat  demurely  by  the  cheerful  gr  e,  while 
Mi-s.  Howland  and  the  physician  watched  with 
deep  and  painful  interest  the  faintly-moving 
hp— the  mai-ble  forehead,  growing  more  and 
more  cold— the  little  hands,  fast  becoming 
motionless— and  the  gently-heaving  bosom, 
which  moved  slower. 

« The  scene  has  closed,"  said  the  doctor,  as 
he  pressed  down  the  thin  eyelids. 

Mi's.  Howland  settled  back  in  her  chair 
raised  her  eyes  towards  heaven,  as  if  to  trace 
the  departed  spirit  to  "  fairer  worlds  on  high  " 
and  said,  « I  will  not  murmur,  for  the  Savior 
when  on  earth  said,  ^Suffer  little  children,  and 
torbid  tnem  not,  to  come  unto  me ;  for  of  such 
is  the  kingdom  of  heaven.'  *  The  Lord  gave 
and  the  Lord  hath  taken  awav ;  blessed  be 
the  n^me  of  the  Lord.' "  -  ' 

A  limpid  stream,  which   had  its  rise  in  a 
--.i-j^„  ^i  iiivUxiuct*«n  cooi.  ui  i;jue  xiuason,  m  its 
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couree  swept  through  Howland's  farm,  forming 
a  beautiful  cascade  not  far  from  the  villa.  A 
little  eminence,  near  where  the  water  made  its 
final  leap  into  the  river,  which  was  covered 
with  cedai-s,  with  here  and  there  a  cypress  and 
maple,  was  selected  as  the  last  resting-place  of 
little  Eddy.  A.  monument  was  erected,  and 
the  grave  enclosed  with  a  neat  picket  fance,  to 
remind  the  passer  by  that  the  remains  of  a 
dear  one  slept  there. 


As  Mi's.  Howland  sat  one  day  carelessly 
looking  over  the  county  paper,  her  eye  fell 
upon  a  notice  for  the  sale  of  property  under  a 
.mortgage.  She  read  it,  and  found  to  her 
astonishment  that  it  was  her  own  dear  home. 
She  knew  her  husband  had  become  exceedingly 

Erodigal,  as  well  as  intemperate, — she  knew  he 
ad  wasted  much  pei*sonal  property, — but  this 
was  the  fii*st  intimation  that  he  was  so  deeply 
involved  that  the  homestead  must  be  sold  to 
meet  his  debts, 

"  Henry,"  she  inquired,  pointing  to  the  ai*- 
ticle,  as  he  entered  tne  ro6m,  "  what  does  this 
mean  ?" 

"  Don't  be  too  inquisitive,"  he  replied,  as  his 
eye  caught  the  notice. 

"  But,  Henry,  I  mmt  konw  about  this." 

"Find  out,  then,  by  your  learning.  I  am 
capable  of  managing  my  own  business. 
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"Can— it — he—pomble,  Henry,  you  have 
mortgaged  our  home?"  asked  Mr.  Howland, 
as  the  teai-s  coursed  down  her  care-worn 
cheeks. 

"  It's  my  own—I  have  a  right  to  sell  it,  if  I 
please,"  he  replied,  in  a  sour,  indifferent  manner. 

She  left  him,  went  into  another  room,  and 
gave  vent  to  her  feelings  by  sighs  and  teai-s. 
In  a  few  days  her  painful  anticipations  were 
ftilly  realized.  Wealthy  gentlemen  from  Al- 
bany, accompanied  by  the  sheriff,  carefully 
surveyed  the  premises  :  the  lawn — the  gravel 

wallis — the  flower  garden — the  fi-uit  yard 

the  ornamental  trees—the  beautifal  cascade 

and  the  mound,  covered  with  cedara,  where 
Eddy  slept.  The  villa,  also,  underwent  a 
careful  scrutiny.  The  walls — the  carpeting — 
the  statuary — the  rich  paintings  which  once 
ornamented  her  father's  parlor— and  the  rich 
and  heavy  rosewood  and  mahogany  furniture, 
were  carefully  examined,  and  sold  under  the 
sheriff's  hammer. 

The  sun  rose  clear,  the  air  was  bland  and 
still,  the  prismatic  coloi-s  were  ^'eflected  from 
ten  thousand  dew  drops  upon  shrub  and 
flower,  and  the  feathered  tribes  made  the 
piazza  ring  with  their  merry  songs  ;  but  Mra. 
Howland  had  a  sad  and  heavy  heart.  She 
had  spent  her  last  night  at  the  villa. 

As  no  time  could  be  lost,  for  they  were  that 
day  to  start  for  a  distant  place  that  was  to  be 
their  future  residence.  Mts.  TTr»w1on/1  fy^/.i^  i,r.« 
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daughters  Ella  and  Ida  by  the  hand  to  take, 
their  last  look,  their  parting  look,  of  the  dear 
old  luyme.  All  the  places  of  interest  about  the 
farm — the  fruit  yard,  the  flower  garden,  the 
bowel's  and  arbore,  and  the  observatory — 
were  visited  for  the  last  time. 

Slowly  and  sadly,  hand  in  hand,  they 
walked  out  to  little  Eddy's  grave.  It  was  a 
beautiful  day  in  the  month  of  Octobei .  The 
mountains  in  the  distance,  and  the  hills  on  the 
opposite  bank  of  the  river,  were  dressed  with 
the  gorgeous  coloi's  of  orange  and  crimson, 
which  reminded  her  of  the  reveraes  and 
changes  of,  life.  All  around  them  was  quiet 
and  still,  except  a  gentle  breeze  that  played 
through  the  branches  of  the  cypress  and  ce- 
dar,— now  and  then  a  sear  and  yellov;  leaf 
rustling  down  from  the  maples, — and  the 
sparkling  water,  leaping  from  rock  to  rock,  as 
if  in  haste  to  repose  on  the  placid  bosom  of 
the  Hudson. 

"Sleep  on,  my  dear  boy,"  said  Mi*s.  How- 
land,  as  she  turned  from  the  grave,  "  until  the 
morning  of  the  resurrection.  I  shall  then  meet 
thee,  and  join  with  thee  in  singing  the  song  of 
redeeming  love." 

They  returned  to  the  house,  entered  a  room 
where  none  but  the  eye  of  God  could  see, 
claspt  each  other  in  their  arms,  shed  their 
last  teal's,  and  sent  up  into  the  ear  of  the  God 
of  Sabaoth  their  last  prayers  at  the  villa,  and 


TH5  SATANIC  LICENSE. 


71 


then  took  their  final  leave  of  their  dsav  old 
home.  , 

Ella,  the  eldest  daughter,  considered  this 
separation  from  the  home  of  her  childhood 
the  most  painful  event  of  her  life.  Some 
yeai-s  after,  when  writing  to  a  fiiend,  she 
quoted  the  following  lines  as  expressive  of 
her  feelings : — 

"I  love  that  dear  old  home!  My  mother 
lived  there  her  fii*st  sweet  marriage  yeai-s.  .  .  . 

The  sunlight  there  Hcema  to  mo  brighter  far 
Than  wheroHocvcr  elHC.    I  know  the  forms 
Of  every  tree  and  mountain,  hill  and  dell ; 
ItH  watci-s  gurgle  like  a  tongue  1  know- 
It  is  MY  HOME.'  " 
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CHAPTER     V. 

THE    LOWLY   COT. 

"  At  that  Hoft,  holy  hour  in  daya  gone  hy, 
Thoi-e  might  be  .seen  that  joyouH  fivmily— 
Husband,  and  wife,  and  child.    'Twiia  all  ho  fair 
Where  all  Wiw  love,  it  made  an  Eden  tliere." 

"A  blighting  change  came,  withering  all  their  hopes." 

Thrfe  miles  west  of  the  village  of  Ilarwood, 
in  a  narrow  glen  surrounded  by  woodland, 
stood  a  sra^ll,  lowly  cot.  For  many  years  it 
had  been  jointly  occupied  by  sportsmen  from 
different  parts  of  the  country. 

One  afternoon,  a  poorly-dressed  man,  with  a 
span  of  old  horses  and  a  wagon  rather  the 
worse  for  wear,  which  bore  a  few  household 
effects,  his  wife,  and  two  bright-eyed  children, 
were  seen  slowly  making  their  way  between 
the  hills  towards  the  lowly  cot.  It  rained  in- 
cessantly. The  dark  clouds  which  overcast 
the  heavens,  and  the  mist  which  covered  the 
tops  of  the  mountains,  seemed  to  narrow  down 
the  horizon,  and  shut  in  closer  and  closer  the 
cheerless  habitation.  Things  within  doors 
wore  an  air  no  more  smiling  than  those 
without. 

"  Who  has  been  moving  in  here  ?"  inquired 
one  gentleman  of  another,  as  they  were  riding 
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by  one  morning  towards  the  village  of  Harwood. 

"  It  is  a  man  by  the  name  of  Howland,  I 
understand — from  Columbia  county." 

"  From  Columbia  county !  What  in  the  world 
has  brought  him  to  this  poor  shanty?'' 

'*  Intemperance,  I  have  been  told." 

"Indeed!" 

"Yes;  the  same  thing  that  destroys  so 
many.  Major  Treadwell  gave  me  a  little 
sketch  of  his  history  yesterday,  which  is 
rather  romantic." 

"What  was  it?" 

"  The  substance  of  it  was  this :  He  was  from 
a  worthy  family—married  a  very  amiable  and 
mtelligent  girl— received  a  patrimony  of  many 
thousand  dollars  from  her  father's  estate- 
settled  in  Columbia  county,  on  the  Hudson 

built  him  a  beautiful  mansion — and  finally  fell 
into  habits  of  drir'Jng  and  gambling,  and  lost 
it  all,  which  has  brought  him  here  into  this 
miserable  shanty." 

"  Is  it  possible  !   That  is  sadly  romantic." 

"The  major  was  well  acquainted  with  her 
parents,  and  was  warmly  attached  to  them. 
The  old  man  wept  like  a  child  while  relating 
the  circunistances  of  their  misfortune.'' 

"Well,  it  is  enough  to  make  any  one  weep. 
And  yet  this  is  only  one  case  out  of  ten 
thousand,  which  are  the  legitimate  fruits  of 
the  drinking  custom  and  the  license  law." 

A  few  days  after  their  arrival  at  this  lowly 
and  uncomfortable  dwelling,  Mrs.  Howland  sat 
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by  her  stand,  mending  her  children's  garments 
— her  heart  overwhelmed  with  grief.  Ella 
burst  into  tears  as  she  discovered  the  expres- 
sion of  sadness  upon  her  mother's  countenance. 
"  Dear  mother,  what  makes  you  look  so  sad  ?'* 
she  exclaimed,  as  she  threw  her  arms  around 
her  and  wept  upon  her  neck. 

Mrs.  Howland  could  not  speak.  Her  heart 
was  too  full  to  utter  a  word.  After  several 
unsuccessful  efforts,  she  said,  "  My  dear  child, 
I  was  contrasting  our  present  with  our  former 
circumstances,  which  fills  my  heart  with  over- 
whelming grief" 

"0  mother,  my  own  dear  mother,  don't  give 
way  to  your  feelings !  I  am  afraid  it  will 
make  you  sick,"  said  Ella. 

'*  Dear  mother,"  said  little  Ida,  standing  by, 
and  giving  full  proof  of  her  sympathy  by  tears 
and  sobs,  "you  used  to  tell  us  'that  all  things  shall 
work  together  for  good  to  them  that  love  God: 
Don't  you  love  God,  mother  ?" 

"  I  confess,  my  child,"  said  Mrs.  Howland, 
I*  that  I  am  wrong.  God  will  take  care  of  us 
if  we  put  our  trust  in  him." 

Mrs,  Howland  dried  her  tears,  and  felt  that 
her  hope  in  Christ,  and  her  sympathizing  chil- 
dren, were  far  greater  blessings  to  her  than  all 
the  gold  of  Ophir  or  the  wealth  of  India.  The 
simple  admonition  of  her  child  broke  the  spell 
of  grief,  rifted  the  dark  clouds  whi?h  overcast 
her  mental  horizon,  through  which  poured  a 
flood  of  light  and  comfort  into  her  sad  and 
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afflicted  heart.  A  few  extracts  from  her  jour- 
nal, written  soon  after  those  days  of  depression, 
will  give  the  reader  some  idea  of  her  feelings : — 

"Nov.  10.— I  felt  very  sad  and  dejected  this 
morning,  in  view  of  my  circumstances.  My 
mind  was  dark,  and  my  faith  weak,  until  I 
was  admonished  by  my  dear  child.  It  was  a 
timely  rebuke,  and  was  no  doubt  directed  by 
my  heavenly  Father." 

"  Nov.  13.— I  dreamed  last  night  of  visiting 
the  villa — of  walking  in  the  flower  garden — 
the  green-house — the  fruit  yard— in  the  arbors 
and  bowers.  I  heard  distinctly  the  sweet  song 
of  ;the  canaries,  the  rushing  waters  of  the  cas- 
cade, and  the  sighing  winds  in  the  branches  of 
the  cypress  and  cedar,  in  the  dear  old  grove 
where  Eddy  sleeps.  When  I  awoke,  and  found 
it  a  dream,  my  eyes  were  filled  with  tears." 

"Nov.  20. — I  have  been  trying  this  morning 
to  look  on  the  bright  side  of  things.  I  find, 
though  my  outward  circumstances  are  very 
dark  and  trying,  there  is  a  bright  side  to  the 
picture.  In  the  language  of  the  poet,  I  think 
I  can  say  from  my  heart, — 

'  Let  the  winds  of  sorrow  blow 

Roughly  o'er  this  track  of  mine ; 
Let  the  fount  of  grief  o'erflow, 

Hope's  sweet  star  forbear  to  shine ; 
Tliough  of  every  comfort  shorn, 

Though  of  every  joy  bereft, 
weak,  defenceless,  and  forlorn, 

I  am  RICH,  if  Christ  is  left.' 

Yes,  Wc^.— INFINITELY  RICH,— if  Christ  is  left !" 
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"  Deo.  4~My  mind  has  been  much  occupied 
for  a  tew  days  past  with  the  dreadful  evils  of 
intemperance.  How  strange  it  is  that  the 
drinking  usf  -  ^^  the  license  law  are  con- 
tinued, when  so  nvmy  are  ruined  by  them  for 
time  and  etomity!  0  merciful  God, '  astenthe 
time  when  the  liquor  traffic  shall  cease  I  0 
Lord,  redeem  my  poor  Henry  from  the  vice  of 
intemperance !" 

Mrs.  Howland  instructed  her  children  to  be- 
lieve m  the  providences  of  God,  and  that  they 
were  all  ordered  for  the  future  good  of  his 
people.  And  that  she  might  not  contradict 
her  teachings,  she  daily  prayed  for  grace  to 
submit  to  the  dealings  of  her  heavenly  Father 
without  a  murmur. 

*<Mrs.  Howland,"  said  a  lady  who  called  to 
see  if  she  needed  assistance,  "how  is  it  that 
you  are  so  cheerful  ?  There  is  a  secret  about 
it  which  I  do  not  understand." 

"Dear  Mrs.  Shelby,"  said  Mrs.  Howland 
with  a  smile,  "did you  never  read  the  language 
of  the  apostle?— *  We  are  troubled  on  every 
side,  yet  not  distressed ;  we  are  perplexed,  but 
not  in  despair;  persecuted,  but  not  forsaken ; 
cast  down,  but  not  destroyed;  always'— this  is 
the  secret— 'always  bearing  about  in  the  body 
the  dying  of  the  Lord  Jesus,  that  the  life  also 
of  Jesus  might  be  made  manifest  in  the  body.'" 
"I  am  a  professor  of  religion;  but  were  I 
plaxjed  in  your  circumstances,  I  am  afraid  I 
could  not  be  as  submissive  as  you  are." 
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"We  don't  know,  Mrs.  Shelby,  what  we  can 
endure  until  we  are  tried." 

"  That  is  very  true.'* 

"  I  once  thought  I  could  not — but  I  find  my 
strength  is  equal  to  my  day." 

"  I  hope  you  will  uot  consider  me  intrusive, 
Mrs.  Howland,  if  I  make  some  enquiries  re- 
specting your  wants." 

"O,  certainly  not.     You  are  very  kind.** 

"  I  had  some  conversation  with  Mr.  Scribner 
about  your  family  last  evening ;  and  Mr.  Shelby 
thought  I  iiad  better  ride  over  and  see  you, 
and  see  what  you  most  need  to  make  you  com- 
fortable." 

"I  hardly  know,  Mrs.  Shelby,  what  reply  to 
make.  As  you  see,  we  are  a  very  needy,  desti- 
tute family.  We  have  seen  better  days." 

"If  you  can  mention  some  things  which  you 
and  your  children  most  need  for  your  present 
comfort,  there  are  a  few  ladies  who  will  be 
glad  to  procure  them  for  you." 

Mrs.  Howland  was  so  overcome  by  the  lady's 
kind  offer,  and  her  soft  and  gentle  words,  that 
she  could  not  speak  for  some  time.  Little  Ida 
buried  her  face  in  her  mother's  lap  and  wept 
for  joy.  It  was  an  expression  of  gratitude  so 
sincere,  Mrs.  Shelby  felt  that  it  was  "  more 
blessed  to  give  than  to  receive." 

*;  Well,  Mrs.  Shelby,  if  you  and  other  kind 
ladieb  are  i  isposed  to  assist  us,  I  will  mention 
such  articles  as  we  most  need.  Both  of  the 
girls  need  warmer  garments  for  winter.    Ida 
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wl^jf  '*^'£- '"'  "^  "^'^^  ■'  ^^  oa°  get  along 
witb  here  by  being  careful.     And -  » 

oouH  „T"r°*'!?«^'^  ''^'"  *°  P'^»«e.  and  *e 
toon  aroused  all  the  keen  sensibilities  of  her 
soul  The  thought  that  a  few  years  before 
she  had  possessed  thousands,  and  was  now  a 
pauper,  dependent  upon  friends  for  the  neces- 
saries of  Lfe,  was  more  than  she  could  bear 
without  betraying  her  feelings 

"How  is  it,"  said  Mrs  Shelby,  "with  your- 
sell?    Are  you  comfortable?" 

«I  am  very  far  from  that.  I  am  thinly 
clad  as  you  see;  and  during  all  this  wet 
weather  my  feet  have  been  dtmp,  as  I  hl^e 

"  Where  is  Mr.  Howland  ?" 
"He  is  at  the  viUage,  I  suppose.     I  have 
not  seen  him  since  early  this  morning." 
is  ne  at  work  for  any  one  ?" 

IVfJ'?!/^^'^^  '^^""^^  «'  J^b  «f  teaming  for 
uT??*^-     ^""^  *^^*  ^«'  I  don't  know." 
i>oty  manages,  probably,  to  pay  him   in 
liquor  foe  his  work.''  ^  ^^  ^" 

liHi?  ^/t''''^^  *"?  ^'^'-  ^^  brings  but  very 
httle  of  his  earmngs  home  thafwe  can  use  fw 
the  comfort  of  the  family."        ' 

fnr  Zi^''^®  ^?"  "^'^.^  ?''''"'®  "^^^  Mrs.  Howland 

for  being  so  inquisitive.     Is  he  unkind  to  vou 

when  intoxicated  ?"  ^^" 

:'  0,  yes,  Mrs.  Shelby  j  he  is  very  unkind  to 
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U8  all.    A  short  time  since  he  came  home  from 

Dot/s,  bringing  with  him  a  bottle  of  liquor. 

He  threatened  to  turn  us  all  out  of  doors.     He 

pulled  from  my  head  a  large  handful  of  hair, 

and  struck  Ida  with  his  boot  upon  her  arm, 

the  mark  of  which  can  be  seen  now.     I  never 

saw  him   act  quite  so  bad;    he   raved  and 

stormed  like  a  maniac." 

"  Is  he  naturally  unkind  to  you  ?" 

'*  0,  no ;  when  he  is  sober  he  is  very  kind 

and  pleasant,  and  seems  willing  to   do   any 

thing  for  our  happiness.     If  liquor  could  be 

kept  from  him,  he  would  again  be  a  kind  and 

affectionate  husband,"  she  said,  weeping  bit- 

terly. 

"How  would  it  do,  Mrs.  Howland,  for  you 
to  see  Mr.  Doty,  and  ask  him  not  to  sell  to 
your  husband  ?" 

"  I  have  seen  him ;  it  will  do  no  good.     I 
called  on  Mrs.  Doty  last  week,  and  told  her 
all  my  trials.     She  sympathized  very  deeply 
with  me.     She  called  Mr.  Doty  in  the  room 
and  I  had  a  long  talk  with  him."  ' 

'*  What  did  he  say?" 

**0h,  he  said  if  he  did  not  sell  to  him  others 
would,  and  he  might  as  well  have  his  money 
as  any  body  else.  I  told  him  I  would  see  the 
others;  and  I  asked  him  if  he  would  refuse  him, 
if  the  others  would :  he  told  me  plainly  he 
would  not.  Mrs.  Doty  expostulated  with  him, 
and  entreated  him  with  tears.  He  said  he 
had  a  license,  and  would  sell  to  him  as  much 
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as  he  pleased.  He  finally  told  me  I  had  better 
go  home  and  mind  my  own  business,  and  not 
come  there  and  make  a  disturbance  in  his 
family.  I  came  home,  Mrs.  Shelby,  with  a 
heavy  heart,  feeling  that  there  is  no  way  but 
to  bear  it  patiently '' 

"How  cruel  it  was  for  him  to  treat  you  in 
that  way !  How  could  he  be  so  hard  hearted  ?" 
"  My  experience  has  taught  me,  Mrs.  Shel- 
by, that  liquor  dealers  have  very  little  feeling 
for  the  drunkard's  family.  All  they  care  for 
is  his  monev." 

"  Is  it  safe  for  you  to  stay  with  him  here 
alone  when  he  is  intoxicated?" 

"  I  don^t  think  it  is;  but  we  have  nowhere 
else  to  go,"  she  replied,  weeping. 

Mrs.  Shelby  also  wept  freely,  and  felt  it  a 
pleasure  to  mingle  her  tears  with  one  so  weak, 
and  amiable,  and  one  so  cruelly  oppressed  by 
the  rumsellers. 

"  You  may  expect  a  call  in  a  few  days,"  said 
Mrs.  Shelby  as  she  left,  "from  some  of  the 
ladies,  who  will  bring  you  the  articles  you  need." 
"You  are  very  kind.  I  thank  you  for  your 
attention,  and  I  hope  the  Lord  will  reward 
you  for  it." 

This  fiiondly  call  was  to  Mrs.  Howland  re- 
freshing as  a  shower  upon  the  dry  and  thirsty 
soil.  No  pen  can  describe  or  tongue  express 
the  joy  which  these  few  comforting  words 
awakened  in  her  soul.  The  thought  that 
there  were  some  in  the  town  of  Harwood  who 
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could  S3niipathize  with  her,  did  much  towards 
lifting  the  heavy  weight  from  her  heart,  and 
dispelling  the  night  of  gloom  from  her  mind. 
Tears  and  sympathy  to  the  afflicted  and  op- 
pressed are  as  refreshing  as  the  green  oasis  to 
the  weary  traveller  on  an  arid  desert. 

"  How  very  kind  Mrs.  Shelby  is;  isn't  she, 
mother?"  said  Ella,  dashing  away  her  tears. 

"  She  is  a  very  kind-hearted  lady,"  said  Mrs. 
Howland:  "she  knows  how  to  feel  for  the 
poor  and  needy." 

"  I  wish  I  could  give  her  something  for  her 
•  goodness,"  said  little  Ida.  "I  have  a  good 
mind  to  give  her  my  monthly  rose." 

"  She  had  much  rather  you  would  keep  it, 
my  daughter." 

"  She  is  good  to  us ;  I  do  want  to  give  her 
something,"  said  Ida,  sobbing. 

"There,  who  is  that  with  father?"  asked 
Ella,  as  she  discovered  two  men  coming  up  the 
lane. 

"0,  who  can  it  be  ?"  said  Ida. 

"What  is  that  father  has  in  his  hand,  I 
wonder?"  said  Ella. 

"  It  is  a  jug,"  replied  Ida,  "  and  I  am  sorry ; 
father  will  carry  on  so  bad  all  night." 

Mrs.  Howland  sbw  at  a  glance  that  they 
were  both  intoxicated,  and  that  there  would 
be  no  peace  for  her  or  her  children  that  night. 

"Chil'ren,  what  you  doin'  with  the  door 
open?"  muttered  Howland,  as  he  reeled  up 
against  the  side  of  the  house.     *'Wife,  what 
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under  heavens  you  let  these  chil'ren  stan'  in 
the  door  for,  this  damp  weather  ?" 

"They  just  opened  it  as  you  came  up  "  an- 
swered Mrs.  Howland. 

"  Don't  give  me  any  of  your  slang ;  I  won't 
take  It.  You  don't  care  if  the  chil'ren  take 
death  cold,  no  how;  you  don't.  They  keep 
me  awake  every  night  by  their  coughing, 
wheezing,  and  sneezing;  and  that's  all  you 
care  for  it." 

"Ho!  ho!  what  a  man  you  are!"  said  his 
drunken  conu'ade. 

"Come,  none  of  your  change;  the  woman 
can  get  along  without  your  help.  You  keep 
quiet,  or  I'll  s,how  you  the  hole  the  carpenter 
made  quick  and  lively,"  replied  Howland. 
Wife,  where  is  your  supper?  I'm  tired  and 
hungry.  Come,  woman,  why  don't  you  stir? 
lou  sit  there  as  composed  as  a  grave-stone." 

Mrs.  Howland  set  the  table,  put  on  some  cold 
boiled  meat,  potatoes,  and  com  bread,  prepared 
a  dish  of  crust  coffee,  and  told  him  it  was 
ready. 

He  cast  his  eyes  over  the  table  in  a  rage, 
then  upset  it,  and  danced  upon  the  victuals 
and  the  dishes.  "  I'll  let  you  know,"  he  ex- 
claimed with  an  oath,  "  that  I've  not  come  to 
this.  You'll  find  out,  if  you  live  with  me  a 
few  years  longer,  that  Henry  Howland  don't  . 
eat  beef  bones  and  hoecake.  Do  vou  under- 
stand that,  eh?" 

Mrs.  Howland  was  deeply  affected  by  the 
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brutal  treatment  of  her  husband.  It  broke  up 
the  great  deep  of  her  soul,  and  was  followed 
by  burning  tears.  Ella  and  Ida  were  convulsed 
with  fear,  and  shrank  down  by  the  side  of 
their  mother  and  wept  bitterly. 

"  Woman,"  asked  Rowland  in  an  angry  tone, 
"  what  are  you  whimpering  about  ?  " 

"  I  set  before  you,  Mr.  Howland,  all  the 
house  affords." 

"You  lie!" 

"  I  certainly  did." 

^•It  is  false!  I  know  better.  You'd  have 
my  friends  think  I  provide  nothing  for  the  fam- 
ily— ^would  you,  eh?  You're  a  pretty  wo- 
man !  Don't  you  feel  proud  of  yourself?  This 
is  a  fine  way  to  be  treated  when  a  gentleman 
brings  home  company  with  him !  Joe,  does 
your  wife  ever  play  such  pranks  when  you  have 
your  friends  to  see  you  ?  " 

"0, 1  don't  know." 

"Don't  know !     What  do  you  know?  " 

"  Some  things  I  know,  and  some  I  don't  know. 
I  know  old  Doty  has  plenty  of  good  whiskey, 
and  I  hrwio  you  and  I  know  how  to  drink  it. 
That's  all  I  want  to  know  in  this  world — let 
the  next  take  care  of  itself,  I  say." 

"  Do  you  s'pose,  Joe,  they'll  have  any  good 
liquor  in  heaven  ?  " 

"  I  guess  not." 

•^  What  makes  you  think  so  ?  " 

"  The   Bible  says  there   are  no  drunkards 
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there.  Fm  sure,  if  there  was  liquor,  there 
would  be.     Ain't  that  good  reasonin'  ?  " 

"  That's  conclusive ;  for  '  where  the  carcass 
is,  there  will  the  eagles  be  gathered  together.' 
Girls,  go  to  bed,"  Howland  snarled  out,  **  and 
stop  your  crying.  Do  you  hear?  Come,  start 
your  taps,  or  Til  be  among  you  like  a  storm 
of  hail.  I'll  see  if  I  can't  be  master  of  my 
own  house  ;  you've  got  so  you  don't  care 
whether  you  mind  or  not;  it's  about  time  you's 
trimmed  up  again,  I  reckon." 

The  night  was  spent  by  Howland  and  his 
companion  in  drinking,  carousing,  gambling, 
swearing,  and  in  low  and  vulgar  conversation, 
until  they  were  so  drunk  they  rolled  out  of 
their  chairs  on  the  floor,  and  snored  till  the 
sun  threw  a  flood  of  glory  over  meadow  and 
woodland.  As  soon  as  they  awoke  they  poured 
out  a  heavy  dram,  drank  it,  and  walked  of  arm 
in  arm  for  Dotv's  tavern. 

This  was  the  first  nighfs  debauch  Mrs. 
Howland  had  ever  witnessed.  She  knew  from 
the  appearance  of  her  husband  that  such  night 
gatherings  of  intemperate  associates  were  ex- 
tremely debasing,  but  she  had  never  had  even 
a  faint  idea  of  the  extent  'of  their  power  to 
corrupt  and  demoralize. 

"  Mother,"  said  little  Ida, "  wasn't  you  fright- 
ened last  night  ?" 

"  I  was,  my  3hild,  at  one  time,  very  much." 
"  How  bad  father  did  act !"  said  Ella.     "  I 
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never  heard  him  talk  so  before, 
like  him  again.*' 

"Don't  talk  so,  my  child.  He  is  your  father, 
and  you  must  love  him  and  treat  him  kiiidly." 

"  Whjr,  mother,  how  can  I,  when  he  talks 
so,  and  is  so  ugly  to  you  and  all  of  us?" 

"The  Bible  says,"  said  Ida,  "that  we  must 
love  even  our  enemies;  don't  it,  mother?" 

"  Yes,  Ida,  and  I  hope  you  will  always  re- 
member that. " 

"How  wild  father  did  look,"  said  Ida,  "when 
he  pushed  over  the  table !  I  thought  he  was 
going  to  fall  into  the  fire." 

"Yes,  and  how  hateful  that  man  looked ! " 
said  Ella.     "He  just  sat  and  laughed." 

"  Mother,"  said  Idw,  standing  at  the  window, 
"a  wagon  is  coming  up  the  lane,  with  two 
ladies  in  it," 

"  I  wonder  who  it  can  be ! "  asked  Ella. 

"I  think  one  of  them  is  Mrs.  Shelby,"  answer- 
ed Mrs.  Rowland.  '*It  looks  like  her  bonnet 
and  shawl." 

"  0,  it  is,  iii  is  ! "  exclaimed  Ida.  "  She  is 
bringing  our  things.  0,  goody,  goody  !  Now 
I  shall  have  some  new  shoes." 

Nor  was  the  artless  child  mistaken  in  her 
conclusion.  The  ladies  were  Mrs.  Shelby  and 
Mrs.  Crosby,  who  came  in  a  one-horse  wagon, 
well  provided  with  various  articles  for  the  im- 
mediate relief  and  comfort  of  Mrs.  Howland 
and  her  childre  -  These  ladies  were  distin- 
guished for    hvvu-  labors  of  love  and  acts  of 
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charity  toward  the  poor  and  needy  in  the  town 
of  Harwood.  They  brought  with  them  their  hus- 
bands, for  the  purpose  of  making  more  comfort- 
able their  open  and.  dilapidated  dwelling. 

While  the  men  were  at  work  banking  up 
and  battening  the  cracks  of  the  house,  Mrs. 
Shelby  and  Mrs.  Crosby  were  engaged  in  pre- 
benting  their  gifts,  in  assisting  Mrs.  Rowland 
in  her  sewing,  and  in  speaking  kind  and  com- 
forting words  to  her  and  her  daughters.  It 
was  a  happy  day  for  them  all.  The  hours 
passed  amidst  teius,  smiles,  and  pleasant  words. 
That  day  to  Mrs.  Rowland  was  peaceful  calm 
in  the  heart  of  a  tempest,  a  refreshing  oasis  in 
a  parched  and  scathed  desert. 

"  I  am  so  glad,"  said  Ida,  after  the  ladies 
had  gone,  "  I  have  shoes  again.  Now,  Ella, 
we  can  go  up  the  Sugar  Loaf—can't  we?'* 

Tills  Sugar  Loaf  was  a  high  peak  in  a  ridge 
of  mountains  a  short  distance  back  of  their 
dwelling.  When  it  was  fair  weather,  the  chil- 
dren were  fond  of  climbing  up  to  its  summit, 
where  they  fancied  they  could  see  in  the  far 
east  the  range  of  mountains  at  the  base  of 
which  t'tood  the  villa,  their  dear  old  home,  and 
the  grave  of  little  Eddy.  Mrs.  Howland  ac- 
companied her  children  to  the  summit-  one 
evening,  soon  after  the  arrival,  to  witness  the 
setting  sun.  The  wide  extent  of  country,  the 
blue  mountains  in  the  far  distance,  and  the 
hills  covered  with  shrubbery  dressed  in  orange 
and  crimson,  brought  up  to  her  mind  so  vividly 
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the  beautiful  sunset  p^enes  she  had  witnessed 
at  the  villa,  that  she  had  no  desire  to  repeat 
her  visit. 

"  So  we  can,"  said  Ella.  "  If  it  is  pleasant, 
we  will  go  to-morrow — won't  we?" 

"I  wish  mother  would  go  with  us.  It  is sd 
much  more  pleasant,  to  have  her  along — isn't 
it  Ella  r 

"  It  is  most  too  long  a  walk  for  me,  my 
daughters,  I  don't  wish  to  go." 

That  night  Howland  came  home  from  Doty's 
drunk,  as  usual. 

"  What  are  these  ?"  he  asked,  in  a  cross  and 
angry  tone,  holding  up  Ida's  shoes. 

"They  are  new  shoes  for  me,  father,"  re- 
plied Ida.,  going  towards  him. 

"  Where  did  thv^y  come  from  ?" 

"  Mrs.  Shelby  gave  them  to  me." 

"  I'll  Shelby  you !  Beg  will  you !  Til  learn 
you  to  run  through  the  neighborhood  and  plead 
poverty !"  said  the  unfeeling  wretch,  as  he  threw 
the  shoes  into  the  fire. 

"  0  dear,  father,  please  don't !"  said  Ida,  as 
she  made  an  effort  to  save  them. 

"There,  take  that,  you  good-for-nothing 
hussy,"  he  exclaimed,  as  he  boxed  her  ears. 

Poor  Ida  sat  down  in  the  corner  and  wept 
as  if  her  little  heart  would  break,  and  turned 
not  her  eyes  from  the  fire  until  her  shoes  were 
a  crisped  and  charred  mass  under  the  fore- 
stick. 

Howland  became  more  depraved  and  abu- 
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sive  to  his  family  after  this,  when  intoxicated, 
than  before.  Every  little  attention  and  favor 
shown  to  the  family  by  the  ladies  of  Harwood 
only  served  to  exasperate  him,  and  call  forth 
his  wrath  upon  his  wife  and  children.  On  one 
occasion,  when  he  came  home  from  Doty's  late 
at  night,  he  drove  his  family  out  of  the  house, 
simply  because  they  had  received  a  call  that 
afternoon  from  Mrs.  Crosby.  He  supposed 
every  act  of  mercy  towards  his  wife  was  in 
consequence  of  their  appeals  and  solicitations, 
which  mortified  his  pride.  On  the  night  named, 
they  were  obliged  to  remain  out  in  the  night 
air  until  near  morning,  when  they  ventured  to 
enter  because  the  fiend  had  fallen  into  a  sound 
sleep,  invoked  by  the  lateness  of  the  hour  and 
his  potations. 

In  consequence  of  constant  anxiety  of  mind, 
and  the  harsh  and  cruel  treatment  of  her  hus- 
band, the  health  of  Mrs.  Rowland  began  tc 
decline.  She  had  been  reared  in  the  midst  of 
affluence,  and  possessed  a  delicate  constitution, 
which  rapidly  gave  way  under  the  perpetual 
storm  that  beat  upon  her.  The  want  of  physi- 
cal comforts,  and  her  unremitted  anxiety  and 
grief,  wore  so  rapidly  upon  the  thread  of  life 
that  she  was  convinced  her  end  was  near. 
"But  0,"  she  thought,  "how  can  I  leave  my 
dear  children?  If  they  were  quietly  resting  by 
the  side  of  little  Eddy,  I  could  die  in  peace." 
She  saw  the  time  was  not  distant  when  her 
daughters  would  be  exposed  to  the  brutal 
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treatment  of  an  inebriate  father,  and  left  upon 
the  cold  charities  of  the  world. 

"Deal*  mother,"  said  Ella  one  morning,  as 
she  threw  her  arms  ai'ound  her  neck,  "  what 
makes  you  look  so  pale  ?" 

"  Why,  Ella,  do  you  think  I  look  more  pale 
than  usual  ?" 

"  I  think  you  do,  mother," 

"So  do  I,"  said  Ida. 

"My  dear  children,"  said  Mra.  H.,  as  she 
convulsively  drew  them  up  to  her  bosom,  "  I 
am  afraid  you  will  not  have  your  mother  long." 

"  O  mother,  don't,  don't  talk  so !"  said  Ella, 
brushing  away  her  teai-s,  which  fell  like  rain  ; 
"  you  will  kill  me." 

"  My  precious  children,  I  do  not  wish  to  ex- 
cite your  tears  unnecessarily;  but  it  is  proper 
you  should  know  that  a  disease  is  preymg 
upon  my  lungs  which  will  soon  close  my  me. 

"I  know,  dear  mother,"  said  EUa,  "your 
cough  is  distressing.  It  has  been  much  worae 
since  we  had  to  stay  out  dooi-s  all  night.  It 
didn't  sound  so  hollow  before.'* 

"  Mother,  can't  ^ou  take  something  for  your 
cough  ?"  anxiously  inquired  Ida.  **  R  seems  to 
me  it  can  be  cured. 

"I  have  nothing  to  take  ;  and  if  I  had,  my 
anxiety  of  mind  and  troubles  are  so  great,  it 
would  be  of  no  use." 

"  Mrs.  Shelby  said,  the  other  day,  when  she 
was  here,"  said  llla^  "  hemlock  was  good  for  a 
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cough.    I  do  wish,  deai*  mother,  you  would 
tiy  It."  ^ 

"  I  would,  if  I  had  some ;  but  there  is  none 
very  near  here." 

"  We  can  go  and  get  some ;  can't  we,  Ida  ?" 
"  Yes,  we  can,  if  mother  will  let  us." 
The  little  creatures,  with  light  and  happy 
hearts,  bounded  across  lawn  and  meadow  in 
the  direction  of  a  hemlock  grove.  After  paas- 
ing  several  cultivated  fai-ms  and  pleasant  &i*m 
houses,  they  entered  a  narrow  path  on  the  side 
of  a  mountain,  which  led  to  a  ravine  where 
grew  the  hemlocks.  Although  the  path  was 
ste3p  and  rocky,  they  were  not  weary.  The 
thought  that  they  were  seeking  a  remedy  for 
their  dear  mother,  impai-ted  strength  and  vigor 
to  perform  their  journey  without  fatigue.  To 
their  sad  disappointment,  when  they  ariived 
there,  they  found  they  were  unable  to  t)rocure 
any,  because  they  could  not  reach  the  boughs. 
They  sat  down  upon  a  clean,  mosa-covered 
rock,  and  wept  bitterly. 

"  Why  do  you  weep,  my  little  girls  ?"  asked 
a  gentleman  passing  that  way. 

"  Our  mother  is  sick,  sir ;  and  we  came  after 
some  hemlock  boughs,  and  can't  reach  them," 
said  Ella. 

"  Dry  up  your  teai-s,  little  miss,"  said  the 
stranger ;  '*I  will  get  some  for  you." 

"  O,  you  are  very  kind ;  we  thaik  you  very 
much,"  said  Ella.  ^  J 

With  blight  eyes  and  buoyant  spints,  hand 
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in  hand  they  tripped   back,  singing  as  they 
went, — 


"  The  cloudfl  ore  flying  on  the  hre«*e, 
The  birdH  are  singing  on  the  trccH, 
All  full  of  joy  below,  ftbove, 
Rejoicing  In  the  (.od  of  love. 
Bin^  iipa  and  hearte, 

Sing  cheerful  Honga ; 
To  that  good  Ood 
All  praiae  belougu." 


They  were  so  happy,  in  view  of  their  sup- 

Eosed  remedy,  the  distance  of  a  mile  and  a 
alf  was  passed  over  ere  they  were  aware. 

**  Now,  mother,"  said  Ella,  when  they  went 
into  the  house,  "  I  am  going  to  be  your  doctor. 
I  can't  bear  to  heai*  you  cough  so  hard." 

"  And  I  will  be  your  nui-se,  mother,"  said 
Ida.  "  Between  us  both,  I  guess  we  can  cure 
you." 

"  You  are  veiy  kind,  my  children,"  said  Mra. 
Rowland,  wiping  her  eyes ;  "  I  hope  you  will 
be  rewarded  for  it." 

"  The  pleasure  of  doing  it  is  reward  enough 
for  me,"  said  Ella. 

"  So  it  is  for  me,"  said  Ida. 

*'  Here,  mother,  try  some  of  my  medicine," 
said  Ella,  after  she  had  steeped  some  of  the 
boughs  in  water,  and  sweetened  it  with  loaf 
sugar  which  Mrs.  Shelby  brought.  "Is  it 
pleasant,  mother  ?" 

"It  is  very  good,  my  daughter.  I  shall  think 
you  ai-e  quite  a  doctor  if  you  keep  on." 

"  Don't  you  think,  mother,  it  will  make  you 


f|:- 


V] 


.% 


/. 


"<3 


^. 


^. 


>>  -^■^^' 


«^V 


IMAGE  EVALUATION 
TEST  TARGET  (MT-3) 


iiii 


1.0    '^^'^ 


l^i2J 


I.I 


21 

^    1^    12.0 

lis 


IL25  III  1.4 


1.6 


HiotogKiphic 

Sciences 
Corporation 


^^ 


^'^ 


Fb^ 


23  WEST  MAIN  STREET 
WEBSTER,  N.Y.  14580 

(716)  s/a-Aso-^ 


%-^# 
^\^ 


) 


5?  ..%^ 


i/.A 


92 


THE  MTSTERIOUS  PARGHMENT,  OB 


feel  better  ?"  asked  Ida,  with  an  expression  of 
deep  anxiety. 

"  I  hope  it  will,  dear  child."         * 

Mi's.  Howland  was  too  well  acquainted  with 
the  disease  that  was  thorongly  seated  on  her 
longs  to  have  very  strong  hopes  of  its  re- 
moval. It  was  a  disease  of  long  standing,  and 
had  been  urged  on  in  its  feamd  progress  by 
exposure  and  the  brutal  treatment  of  her 
husband. 

For  many  weeks  Ella  and  Ida  were  to  their 
mother  like  ministering  angels.  They  closely 
watched  every  symptom,  were  very  attentive 
to  every  want,  and  relieved  her,  so  lar  as  they 
were  able,  of  all  cares.  Her  health  for  a  while 
seemed  to  improve  under  their  simple  treat- 
ment, and  strong  hopes  were  entertained  by 
the  little  creatures  that  their  mother  would 
soon  be  restored  to  perfect  health. 

Spring  had  fully  opened.  The  snow  had 
melted  away,  and  the  buds  were  swelling,  and 
early  flowers  putting  forth.  April  breezes 
passed  gently  over  field  and  woodland,  and 
birds  with  their  merry  notes  joyously  wel- 
comed spring. 

"  How  pleasant  and  beautiiul  every  thing  is 
this  mormng !"  said  Ella,  as  she  threw  off  her 
hood.  "The  sun  shines  so  warmly,  and  the 
birds  sing  so  sweetly,  they  remind  me  of  our 
old  home." 

The  allusion  to  the  villa  on  the  Hudson 
called  up  past  associations  isO  vividly  to  the 
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mind  of  Mrs.  Rowland  that  she  could  not  re- 
frain from  teal's. 

"My  dear  mother,"  said  Ella,  as  she  threw 
her  arms  around  her  neck  and  kissed  her,  **  do 
forgive  me  for  speaking  as  I  did." 

**  You  are  not  to  blame,  my  daughter.  I  am 
often  reminded  of  happy  days  which  I  have 
spent  in  that  dmr  home,  and  which  would  have 
continued,  had  it  not  been  for  the  custom  of 
dri/nkmg  tome  J  ^ 

The  summer  months  drew  on  and  passed 
with  but  little  change  at  the  lowly  cot,  with 
the  exceptions  that  Howland  became  more 
harsh  .and  cruel  in  his  treatment  to  his  family, 
and  Mi's.  Howland  gradually  wasted  away 
under  the  severity  of  her  disease  and  the  abuse 
of  her  husband. 

The  thin,  pale  lip,  glassy  eye,  hectic  cheek, 
emaciated  form,  and  trembling  hand  presented 
evidence  too  palpable  to  be  denied  that  Mrs. 
Howland,  the  once  accomplished,  beautiful, 
and  amiable  Miss  Grace  Wendell,  was  fast 
going  to  her  grave.  And  while  her  daughters 
were  alive  to  every  want  and  pain,  her  hus- 
band was  cold  and  indifferent  to  all  her 
sufferings  and  symptoms  of  immediate  disso- 
lution. Nearly  the  whole  of  his  time  was 
spent  in  gambling  and  carousing  at  Doty's 
tavera,  and  notwithstanding  the  landlord 
knew  the  situation  of  his  family,  he  continued 
to  let  him  have  liquor. 

^  Dear  Mia,''  said  Mrs.  Howland  one  mom- 
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ing  after  a  restless  night,  "  go  to  my  trunk :  in 
the  bottom  you  will  find  a  small  box.  Bring 
it  to  me." 

The  box  was  brought  and  placed  in  her 
hand.  "  My  dear  children/'  she  said,  with  a 
weak  and  tremulous  voice,  "  here  are  two  gold 
lockets.  I  purchased  them  when  we  were  in 
better  circumstances  than  now.  Each  con- 
tains my  likeness  and  a  small  lock  of  my  hair. 
Keep  them  as  a  memento  of  your  mother." 

Mrs.  Rowland  could  say  no  more— -her  emo- 
tions were  too  deep  for  utterance.  Ella  and 
Ida  embraced  her,  and  literally  bathed  her 
face  with  their  tears. 

"  0  my  dear,  dearest  mother,  how  can  I  give 
you  up !"  exclaimed  Ella.  "  0,  what  will  be- 
come of  us?" 

"  God  will  take  care  of  you  if  you  will  put 
your  trust  in  Him  and  remember  the  counsel 
of  your  mother." 

She  took  a  pencil  and  drew  a  mark  around 
the  first  verse  of  the  twelfth  chapter  of  Eccle- 
siastes  in  their  Bibles,  and  said  to  them, 
"  Remember,  my  precious  daughters,  when- 
ever you  see  this  mark, '  that  that  verse 
contains  the  prayer  of  your  djdng  mother." 

She  then  placed  her  hands  upon  their  heads 
and  prayed,  "  0  God !  my  God !  have  mercy 
on  my  dear  children.  Grant,  I  beseech  thee, 
that  they  may  remember  their  Creator  in  the 
days  of  their  youth.  Keep  them  from  the  evil 
of  the  world  and  the  fearful  snares  of  Satan. 
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And  O,  gracious  God !  protect  them  from  the 
violence  and  cruelty  of  their  father." 


The  sky  was  clear — the  morning  air  was 
bland  and  pleasant.  The  dewdrops  still  hung 
in  all  their  freshness  and  beauty  upon  shrub 
and  plant,  the  gentle  breezes  passed  lightly 
over  woodland  and  meadow,  and  the  sun  burst 
forth  in  a  flood  of  golden  light  upon  field  and 
forest,  while  the  village  bell  slowly  and  sadly 
tolled  the  death  of  Mrs.  Howland.  The  heavy 
tones  carried  sad  intelligence  to  many  hearts, 
for  all  who  knew  her  loved  her  and  bewailed 
her  death. 

Ella  and  Ic  a.  sat  by  the  cold  aud  lifeless 
remains  of  their  mother,  and  gave  themselves 
up  to  weeping  and  unrestrained  grief — ^while 
their  father  drank  until  he  reeled  over  the 
corpse  of  his  wife.  At  the  funeral  he  was  so 
much  intoxicated  that  he  had  not  sufficient 
command  over  his  limbs  to  take  his  seat  in  the 
carriage  without  assistance ;  and  from  the  grave 
he  went  directly  to  Doty's  tavern,  and  mingled 
in  scenes  of  mirth  and  beastly  inebriation. 

Such,  gentle  reader,  is  the  power  of  the 
liquor  traffic,  sustained  by  the  license  law,  to 
transform  a  kind  and  affectionate  husband, 
into  a  brute — a  devil. 

Ella  and  Ida  soon  felt  they  were  orphans, 
cast  upon  the  cold  charities  of  the  world.  Af- 
ter the  burial  of  their  mother  they   went  to 
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spend  a  few  days,  until  some  other  way  should 
be  provided,  with  Mrs.  Shelby. 

Their  father  seemed  to  feel  very  little  inter- 
est in  them,  and  only  occasionally  called  on 
them,  and  then  he  was  so  much  under  the 
influence  of  rum  that  his  presence  pained 
and  mortified  them.  One  day,  after  he  had 
made  them  a  short  call,  Ella  missed  her 
locket.  She  knew  she  had  it  in  the  morning. 
She  was  sure  of  it,  because  she  fixed  the 
clasp  on  the  cord.  She  had  not  been  away 
to  lose  it.  All  her  little  effects  were  carefully 
looked  over;  her  trunk  was  searched,  the  yard 
closely  examined,  but  no  trace  of  it  could  be 
found.     Poor  Ella  wept  bitterly. 

"  Ella,"  said  Jane  Shelby  one  afternoon  as 
she  came  from  church,  "I  believe  I  know 
where  your  locket  is." 

"Do  you?  Where?"  asked  Ella,  with  a 
bright  and  animated  countenance. 

"  I  think  Lucy  Doty  has  it." 

"  Are  you  sure,  Jane  ?" 

"No,  I  am  not  sure.  'But  it  looks  like 
yours  ;  the  cord,  clasp,  and  all." 

"  I  wish  I  knew  whether  it  was  mine !" 
"  I  can  find  out,  Ella.    I  am  going  there  to- 
morrow to   see   her  about   a   geranium  she 
promised  me,  and  I  will  examine  it." 
"  0,  do,  Jane ;  I  wish  you  would." 
"  Ella,"   said  Jane  the  next  day,  after  she 
returned  from  Doty's,  "that  is  your  locket." 
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"  Is  mother^s  likeness  in  itr 

"Yes." 

"  And  a  lock  of  her  hairf 

"Yes." 

1'2'  ^  ^^/^  gla^  I  have  found  where  it  is !" 

"How  did  she  say  she  got  it?" 

«  She  said  your  father  let  Mr.  Doty  have  it 
towards  what  he  was  owing  him  " 

*'  That  is  too  bad,"  exclaimed  Ella,  bursting 
into  teare     « I  am  afraid  I  shall  never  see  it 

agam.     How  can  I  part'^ she  could  say  no 

more.  "^ 

Nor  were  her  fears  groundless.  Doty  wa« 
visited  by  Mrs.  Shelby  and  others,  but  their 
arguments,  entreaties,  and  tears  were  alike 
powerless  to  move  the  hard  heart  of  the  rum^ 
seller  Mrs.  Doty  and  Lucy  would  have  been 
glad  to  return  it,  but  Doty  peremptorily  com^ 
manded  them  not  to  do  it. 

^me  months  after  the  death  of  Mws.  Hol- 
land, an  arrangement  was  made  that  Ella 
should  go  and  live  with  her  uncle  in  the  State 
ot  Creorgia,  and  Ida  with  an  aunt  in  Mas* 
sacnusetts. 

The  day  before  they  separated,  they  went 
alone  to  take  their  last  look  at  the  lowly  cot 
and  other  things  closely  connected  with  their 
mother  s  sufferings  and  death.  Hand  in  hand 
they  slowly  walked  up  the  lane  to  the  plaxje 
where  but  a  short  time  before  they  bade  ^ieu 
to  their  dearest  earthly  friend.  They  entered, 
but  not  a  word  was  uttered.     They  felt  they 
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were  in  the  presence  of  their  mother.  The 
floor,  the  rude  ceiling-,  the  fireplace,  the  heavy 
sash  and  broken  lights  brought  to  their  re- 
membrance the  pale  face,  the  emaciated  form, 
the  beaming  eye,  the  sweet  voice  and  wise 
counsel  of  their  dying  mother.  Their  feelings 
were  only  expressed  by  a  shower  of  tears  and 
convulsive  sobs. 

"  Dear  Ella,"  said  Ida,  as  they  lingered  upon 
the  large  flat  stone  in  front  of  the  door,  which 
their  mother  had  often  swept,  "  let  us  go  once 
more  up  the  Sugar  Loaf" 

"Is  there  time?  It  is  nearly  sunset,  you 
see,  Ida." 

"0,  do  go,  Ella!  I  want  to  visit  it  once 
more." 

They  walked  on  slowly  until  they  came  to 
the  path  which  wound  about  the  mountain. 
The  old  familiar  trees,  the  bowlders,  and  the 
dark,  jutting  rocks  awakened  associations 
which  pressed  heavily  upon  their  hearts. 
Slowly  and  silently  they  toiled  on,  climbing 
over  decayed  trunks  of  trees  and  broken  frag- 
ments of  rocks,  until  they  gained  the  summit 
of  the  Loaf  It  was  a  beautiful  day  in  the 
month  of  November — very  much  such  a  day 
as  the  one  when  Mrs.  Rowland  accompanied 
her  children  to  that  very  place  to  view  the 
setting  sun.  Every  stone,  shrub,  and  plant 
seemed  to  speak  of  their  mother.  They  came 
up  to  a  small,  moss-covered  mound,  upon 
which  Mrs.  Howland  had  reclined  from  ex- 
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kaustion,  embra<5ed  each  other,  knelt  down 
upon  it,  and  sobbed  aloud.  And  none  but  He 
who  can  read  the  thoughts  knows  what  passed 
in  their  minds;  for  not  a  word  was  uttered. 
They  arose  from  their  knees,  each  broke  off  a 
small  bit  of  moss,  wiped  away  their  tears,  took 
their  last  look  at  the,  beautiful  landscape  before 
them,  and  descended  the  mountain. 

There  was  one  other  place  to  be  visited—it 
was  the  g'-ave  of  their  mother.  They  had 
often  repaired  to  it,  but  with  very  different 
feelings ;  now  they  were  to  look  upon  the  fresh 
earth  which  covered  the  remains  of  their  dear 
parent,  ^d  wet  it  with  their  tears  for  the  last 
time. 

"  Farewell,  dear  mother !"  said  Ella,  as  they 
slowly  turned  away.  "The  rose  and  sweet 
bner  which  we  have  planted  upon  thy  grave 
will  bloom,  but  thy  daughters  will  not  be  here 
to  inhale  their  sweet  fragrance.  Farewell! 
farewell !" 

The  next  morning  the  stage  coach  drove  up 
to  the  door  of  Mr.  Shelb/s  at  an  early  hou^ 
and  bore  Ella  far  away  on  her  journey  to  the 
sunny  south.  In  a  lew  days  after,  Ida  also 
left  for  her  aunt's  in  Massachusetts. 
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CHAPTER   Vr. 

THE  BOARD  OF  EXCISE. 

It  is  impossible  for  the  writer  to  give  a  con- 
nected history  of  intemperance  in  the  town  of 
Harwood  in  a  work  so  limited.  The  reader 
will  bear  m  mind,  therefore,  that  th^  meeting 
described  in  the  present  took  place  many  years 
after  the  occurrence  of  t:ie  incidents  mentioned 
m  the  preceding  chapters. 

On  the  first  Monday  of  May,  at  an  early 
hour,  there  was  a  large  gathering  at  one  of  the 
villa^  inns.  Some  were  there  from  curiosity. 
They  were  there,  not  because  they  were  anxious 
to  have  the  legalized  channels  and  under  cur- 
rents of  death  dried  up,  the  drunkard  reclaimed, 
and  his  family  blessed,  but,  as  they  said,  "  to 
see  the  fun."  A  lai^e  number  of  others  were 
there  because  they  felt  a  very  deep  interest  in  the 
result  of  the  meeting.  Appetite  and  avarice 
mchned  them  to  do  all  in  their  power  to  con- 
tmue  the  legalized  traffic  in  the  town. 

On  the  platform  stood  M«-.  Shunk,  an  old 
distiller,  who  had  kindled  the  fires  to  drive  his 
hellish  machinery  for  a  quarter  of  a  century. 
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The  fumes  and  smoke  of  his  ruinous  laboror 
tory  had   settled   in  a  dense  cloud  over  the 
whole  town.     He  felt  sure  that,  if  the  cold- 
water  men  succeeded  in  preventing  licenses,  it 
would  check  his  fires,  and  diminish  the  streams 
of  death  issumg  from  the  worm  of  his  distil- 
lery.    It  will   not  be  a  difficult  task  for  the 
reader  to  determine  which  side  of  the  question 
he  favored.     Near  him  stood  Mr.  Lawrence,  a 
druggist.     Mr.  L.  had  made  application  for 'li- 
cense in  writing,  and  was  careful  to  state  that 
he  wished  to  deal  in  it  mly  for  medicmal  and 
mechmical    purposes.      He    was    expatiating 
largely  on  the  ultraism  and  fanaticism  of  the 
temperance  men  in  their  attempts  to  defeat  all 
licenses  m  town,  and  closed  up  his  speech  with 
the  laconic  remark,  "  They  have  put  ba<5k  the 
temperance  cause  twenty  years."    There  stood 
also  Mr.  Nash,  a  large  and  extensive  farmer, 
who  annually  furnished  from  one  to  two  thou- 
sand bushels  of  corn  and  rye  for  the  distillery. 
He  was  vehemently  discoursing  on  the  evils  of 
cold-water  societies.     And  one  would  have 
judged,  from  his  violent  gesticulation  and  bois- 
terous voice,  that  he  was  in  great  fear,  if  the 
fires  of  the  distillery  should  go  out,  the  country 
would  be  deluged  with  bread.   Mr.  Neal  mani- 
fested his  interest  in  the  matter  by  being 
present  and  participating  in  the  discussion 
He  was  a  merchant,  whose  clerks  had  meas- 
ured out  to  customers  a  sufficient  quantity  of 
the  products  of  the  still  to  poison  a  generation 
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He  pnded  himself  on  furnishing  pure  wines 
if  ^^.^"^^^^'^  ^^«-     "Choice  liquors  of 
all  kinds,    sold    on   reasonable   terms:    inn- 
keepers,  grocers,  and  elders  of  churches  will  do 
well  to  call  and  examine  before  purchasinff 
elsewhere,"  was  painted  on  an  old   weather- 
beaten  sign   over  tlie   store    door,   which   I 
remember  seeing  when  a  boy.     It  is  needless 
U)  say  that  his  influence  was  on  the  side  of 
rum.     And  there  too,  were  Mr.  Doty,  Mr.Parks, 
Mr  Freelia,  and  Mr.  Snibbs,  inn-keepers,  who 
had  already  made  written  applications  for  license 
tor   the  commg  year.      Around   them   were 
gathered  their  intoxicated  customers  from  all 
parte  of  the  town.     Noisy  and  boisterous  in 
language  and  deportment,  they  parsed  through 
the  crowd  denouncing  temperance  men,  and 
threatening  them  with  terrible  evils  if  they 
succeeded  in  preventing  licenses. 

The  hour  having  arrived  for  the  board  to 
convene,  Mr.  Blakely,  the  supervisor,  called 
toe  members  to  order,  and  stated  the  object  of 
the  meeting.  On  taking  their  seats,  it  was 
discovered  that  only  three  of  the  magistrates 
were  present— Messrs.  Rogers,  Burton,  and 
ilayes,  Mr.  Henderson  being  absent.  It  is 
ff^^L*^  s^te»  for  the  benefit  of  the  reader, 
t^t  JVfr.  Blakely,  when  nominated  for  the 
oflioe,  refused  to  pledge  himself  to  go  either  for 
or  agam&t  license.  Claiming  to  be  a  tempe- 
vmG^  man,  it  was  thought  by  many  he  would 
^mn  hw  iiiflucnoe  secretly,  if  not  openljr, 
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against  the  traffic.     On  account  of  this,  the 
rumsellors  were  afraid  to  trust  their  cause  in 
hiH  hands;  and  desired  the  presence  of  Mr 
Henderson,  as  he  was  a  decided  friend  to  the 
hqudr  party. 

Imniediately  after  the  board  was  omanized, 
Mr  Doty,  an  old  veteran  in  the  traffic,  who 
had  become  excessively  lleshy  from  indolent 
habits,  presented  himself  before  them,  sayinff 
''  I  hope  this  honorable  body  will  bear  with  me 
while  I  make  a  single  suggestion.  I  feel  no- 
ways anxious  about  the  matter;  but  it  eeems 
to  me,  since  our  friend  Henderr  n  is  not  here, 
It  would  be  well  to  adjourn  to  some  future 
time.  He  told  me  la^t  night  he  would  be  here, 
it  possible. 

"  That,'^  said  Mr.  Blakely,  "is  a  very  ejood 
suggestion.  The  board  will  stand  adjourned 
until  one  o'clock  this  afternoon.  That  will 
give  you  time  to  get  him  here." 

Mr.  Doty  made  a  low  bow  to  i*eciprocate  the 
tavor,  and  passed  out  of  the  room.  No  time 
was  lost  in  procuring  a  horse  and  bugffv,  and 
starting  off  Ned  Darby,  the  hostler,  for  Squire 
Henderson.  Ned  cracked  his  whip,  turned 
about  the  carriage  on  a  rfiort  curve,  as  if 
anxious  to  exhibit  his  skill  m  a  driver,  and 
remed  up  to  the  bar-room  door  for  his  orders. 
Doty  came  up  to  him,  gave  him  a  very  signifi- 
cant look,  which  Ned  well  understood,  sUght- 
ly  tapped  him  on  the  shoulder,  and  said,  «  Now 
Ned,  try  your  skm  in  bringing  out  of  the  ^ 
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mare  her  trotting  qualities.  Don't  let  the  grass 
grow  under  her  feet.  You  are  in  a  good  cause. 
The  good  old  book  says  you  must  never  weary 
in  well  doing,  you  know.  Tell  the  squire  he 
must  be  on  hand.  Tell  him  to  remember  the 
next  spring  he  will  want  us  all  to  vote  for  him 
again;  will  you,  Ned?" 

"Yes,"  replied  Ned,  "I'll  tell  him  all  that, 
and  more  tew.*' 

Ned  being  well  charged,  started  off  like  an 
engme  under  a  full  head  of  steam,  and  scarcely 
allowed  the  old  mare  to  break  her  trot  until  he 
came  In  sight  of  the  squire's  house.     Ilis  medi- 
tations and  reflections  on  the  way  wrought  up 
his  feelings  to  a  high  degree.     The  thought 
that  perhaps  the  man  is  sick,  or  some  member 
9j/"s^amil;f ,  or  that  he  might  be  from  home, 
filled  his  mmd  with  some  do'ibt  respecting  the 
result  of  his  journey.     To  have  failed  of  secur- 
mg  the  squire,  would  have  been  a  greater  dis- 
appomtment  to  Ned  than  the  defeat  of  Waterloo 
was  to  Napoleon.     He  alighted  from  his  buggy, 
hastily  tied  the  mare  to  the  fence,  ran  up  tr> 
the  door,    and  hurriedly   inquired,    "Is  ' 
squiro  at  home  ?" 

"  Why  !  Ned  Darby !  What  on  earth  is  the 
matter?'  asked  Mrs.  Henderson. 

"Matter 'Rough,  I  should  think.  Them  ar 
cold-water  fellers  is  bizzy  agin,  jest  as  they  was 
last  year  and  year  before.  They're  iryin'  to 
stop  Hcker  sellin'.  Where  did  you  say  the 
squire  was  ?" 


! 


I 


TBM  MfSAmc  WOIKISE. 


10$ 


be  grass 
d  cause, 
r  weary 
[uire  he 
ber  the 
for  him 

11  that, 

like  an 
carcely 
mtil  he 
8  medi- 
ght  up 
bought 
lember 
home, 
Dg  the 
'  secur- 
ber  dis- 
EiterloD 

L   up  t^ 

[s    ' 

is  the 

lem  ar 

nn'  to 
y  the 


"  He  is  over  on  the  Newoomb  lot,  plottgking; 
you  know  where  that  is." 

"  My  gracious !"  exclaimed  Ned ;  '*  they  will 
cut  off  every  tap  and  break  every  bottle,  before 
I  can  go  over  there  and  git  him  down  to  town! 
Can't  drive  over  there  no  how.  'Spose  there's 
no  way  but  to  work  my  passage,  as  the  canal 
boys  say." 

His  thoughts,  as  he  clambered  over  fences 
and  waded  through  ploughed  fields,  were  fiir 
from  being  pleasant.  After  a  fifteen  minutes' 
walk,  he  found  the  squire. 
•  "  Whv,  squire !"  said  Ned,  exhausted  and  out 
of  breath;  "whyo — o—on  earth  ain^tyouat 
your  post?" 

"What's  the  matter,  Ned?" 
'*  Well—you — see — sqmre — ^them— ar — 
cold-water  chaps  are  trym'  to  make  a  drive 
agin  to  stop  licker  sellin'.** 

"Wlipdidyousayr 

"Why,  the  famatics  that's  tryin'  it  evert 
year.  They  have  been  holdin'  meetings  every 
night  for  a  month,  a  purpus,  and  a  paasin' 
resolutions  agin'  ginin'  license;  callin'  it  mut^ 
der  and  robbery,  aL.d  all  sorts  o'  names.  And 
I  tell  you,  squire,  if  they  have  their  way 
about  it,  nobody  can't  get  licker  enough  to  wet 
a  sore  finger,  and  I  guess  that  will  breed  a 
storm  in  these  diggin's.  Fdks  has  allere  had 
it :  and  I  tell  you,  squire,  they  allers  will  f 

"  Yes ;  but,  Ned,  where  is  Mr.  Rogers  ?  He 
will  see  to  that." 
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"  I  tell  you,  squire,  he  ain't  to  be  'pended 
on ;  he's  just  like  an  old  shoe ;  there^s  no  more 
starch  in  him  than  there  is  in — ^in — a  tow 
string  in  a  wet  day.  He'll  cave  right  in  before 
old  Hayes  and  Burton ;  he  won't  dare  say  his 
soul's  his  own.  Come,  you  must  go.  Come, 
hurry,  right  along—for  I  tell  you,  squire,  if 
you  don't,  you'll  think  about  it  next  town 
meetin';  your  time,  you  know,  will  be  out 
one  year  from  next  Jinawary." 

"Yee;  but,  Ned,  Mr.  Burton  has  always 
gone  for  license;  he  will  go  right,  won't  he?" 

"  There's  the  dense  on't — he's  turned  right 
agin  us ;  he  says  he  will  never  sign  any  more 
licenses  for  nobody.  And  you  know,  when 
he  gits  his  old  head  set,  you  might  as  well 
try  to  turn  the  wind." 

"  I  don't  see  as  there  is  any  use  of  my  going. 
If  Hayes  and  Burton  go  against  licenses,  we 
shall  stand  two  and  two;  and  I  unlferstand 
Blakely  will  go  against  it  also." 

"You  can  shovr  your  good  will  by  goin',  any 
how;  and  about  Blakely,  nobody  don't  know 
how  he  will  go  till  he's  tried." 

The  squire,  feeling  the  full  force  of  Ned's 
arguments,  put  his  plough  in  the  possession  of 
one  of  his  hired  men,  scraped  the  mud  from 
his  boots,  slipped  on  his  coat,  and  followed 
Ned.  The  distance  to  the  house  was  passed  in 
silence.  Ned's  mind  was  occupied  with  the  evils 
engendered  by  fanatics,  and  the  squire's  with 
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the  motive  power  of  a  threat  when  directed 
through  the  ballot  box. 

'/  Well,  old  mare,"  said  Ned,  "you're  fresh 
agm,  am  t  you  ?  Spread  yourself;  you  must  take 
I  and  the  squire  down  to  town  in  a  jiff." 

After  they  were  well  under  way,  Ned  being 
m  good  spints  in  view  of  his  succesk,  now  and 
then  cracked  his  whip  to  jog  the  old  mare's 
memory  of  her  rei^nsibility. 

"  Ned,'»  said  the  squire,  who  was  a  little  cu- 
nous  to  know  more  about  the  origin  of  the 
threat,  "who  told  you  if  I  did  not  come,  I  would 
be  sorry  for  it  next  town  meeting  day  ?" 

"O-nothin'— only  Mr.  Doty  kind'er  'luded 
tew  It  jest  as  I  was  startin'.  I  s'pose  how  he 
didn  t  mean  nothin'  by  it— he's  a  good  friend 
o  yourn.  You  see,  squire,  if  licker  is  taken 
away,  you  won't  be  so  likely  to  run  in  agin.  A 
good  many  vote  as  jest  as  Mr.  Doty  and  Mr. 
Parks  tells  'em  tew,  for  a  drink  o'  licker.  Over 
m  Grog  V  alley  there's  more'n  than  twenty  votes 
jest  as  Mr.  Doty  tells  'em  tew." 

"  Why,  Ned,  do  you  believe  that  is  so  ?" 
"By  gosh,  squire,  I  don't  believe  nothin' 
about  It ;  I  kmm  it.  When  you  was  run  in,  I 
had  a  barrel  o'  whiskey  hid  in  the  old  horse 
bam.  Mr.  Doty  told  me  to  take  all  them  ar 
Urog  Valley  fellers  and  give  'em  jest  as  much 
as  they  could  drink;  and  he  teld  me  to 'be 
sure  and  tell  'em  every  time  that  you  was  no 
cold-water  man,  and  would  go  for  license. 
Uosh,  squire,  the  way  I  rolled  in  the  votes  for 
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you  that  day  was  cuarious.  And  jest  at  night 
I  happened  to  think  of  old  Sim  Bacon,  who 
was  sick,  and  couldn't  come.  I  told  Mr.  Doty 
on  it ;  and  he  sent  up  arter  him  with  his  top 
carriage,  jest  to  git  his  vote  for  you,  squire, 
'cause  you  said  you'd  go  for  license,  if  put  in." 

To  this  disclosure  of  the  stratagems  em- 
ployed to  secure  his  election  the  squire  had  no 
reply  to  make. 

As  iiiey  drove  up  to  the  door,  the  multitude 
gave  three  hearty  cheers  for  Mr.  Henderson; 
and  poor  old  Joe  Fleming  was  so  drunk  he  lay 
flat  on  his  back  in  the  mud,  swinging  his  hat 
to  express  his  joy.  Messrs.  Parks,  Doty, 
Snibbs,  and  Freelin  gathered  around  him,  and 
commenced  telling  him  what  the  temperance 
men  were  trying  to  do,  and  painted  in  glowing 
colcflTs  what  would  be  the  result  if  they  suc- 
ceeded ;  closing  up  by  reminding  him  that  he 
was  elected  by  their  exertions,  and  that  they 
would  elect  him  again,  if  he  would  vote  right 
on  the  question  at  issue. 

The  hour  of  adjournment  having  arrived, 
Mr.  Blakely  called  the  Board  to  order,  and 
stated  that  several  applications  for  license  to 
sell  spirituous  liquors  the  ensuing  year  in  the 
town  had  been  handed  in  in  writing.  Before 
taking  his  seat,  he  said,  "If  there  are  any 
who  wish  to  address  the  board  on  this  subject, 
they  will  now  be  heard." 

John  Scribner,  who  was  a  very  strong  tempe- 
rance man,  and  son  of  Nathaniel  Scribner,  arose 
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to  address  them.  His  appearance,  ob  msht  be 
expected,  created  no  small  stir  amons  the 
bquor  advocates.  The  old  dealers  were  well 
satisfied  that,  while  John  Scribner  lived,  at 
least  once  a  year  they  would  be  obliged  to 
hear  somethmg  on  the  subject  of  temperance. 
After  a  short  and  pertinent  introduction,  he 
saicl,— — 

"Gentlemen,  it  is  well  known  to  you  that  I 
have  been  a  temperance  man  from  my  youth 
and  for  many  years  have  warmly  opposed  the 
traffic  m  ardent  spirits.      I  have  carefully 
watehed  the  progress  of  this  evil,  and  have 
discovered  that  it  increases  to  an  alarming  ex- 
tent taxation,  crime,   and  pauperism.    Ten 
years  ago  I  beHeved,  and  still  beUeve,  that 
men  can  be  guilty  of  no  greater  crime  than  to 
license  others  to  traffic  in  intoxicating  drinks 
Gentlemen,  when  you  license  a  man  to  sell 
liquor,  you  put  it  into  his  power  to  inflict  untold 
mjunes  upon  helpless  women,  innocent  chil- 
OTen,  and  the  community  and  the  world  at 
large.     Gentlemen,  you  are  selected  to  guard 
;^e  interests  of  the  inhabitants  of  this  town. 
1  ou  are  not  at  liberty  to  exercise  your  official 
powers  to  enhance  the  pecuniary  interest  of 
a  few  to  the  injury  of  the  mass.     You  have 
no  authority  to  give  three  or  ^ve  men  in  this 
town  the  legal  power  to  make  from  six  to  twelve 
hundred  dollars  each  a  year,  while  the  exer- 
cise of  that  power  will  ruin  the  hopes  and 
lor .  -ues  of  hundreds,  and  fill  the  community 
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with  pauperism  and  orizne.  The  law,  which 
is  to  be  your  guide,  compels  you  to  do  no  such 
thing ;  indeed,  it  is  difficult  to  see  how  it  can 
justify  any  such  thing.  The  law  says,  on 
such  a  day  the  board  shaU  meet.  So  far  you 
are  commanded  to  act,  and  to  take  into  con- 
sideration all  applications  for  license.  Further 
than  this  you  are  not  compelled  to  act.  Theri 
are  several  things  in  this  law  to  which  I  wish 
to  direct  your  attention. 

"  First :  you  are  to  be  satisfied  that  a  tavern 
is  necessary  for  the  *  actual  accommodation  of 
travellers.'  Now,  gentlemen,  there  are  five 
applications  already  before  you  to  keep  tavern 
in  this  town,  and  some  two  or  three  for  grocer's 
license.  Can  you  believe  they  are  all  necessary 
for  the  '  actual  accommodation  of  travellers  V 
You  know,  gentlemen,  that  one  good  public 
house  will  accommodate  all  the  travellers  who 
pass  through  our  village.  But  suppose  five  are 
necessary ;  must  they  have  license  to  sell  liquor  ? 
Must  they  be  clothed  with  power  by  this  board 
to  send  ruin  and  misery  into  our  families  ?  Who 
does  not  know  that  three  fourths  of  the  trav- 
ellers do  not  use  it,  and  had  much  rather  put 
up  at  a  house  where  it  is  not  sold  ?  If  you 
consider  yourselves  bound  by  the  law  to  give 
license  because  you  consider  a  public  house 
necessary  for  the  accommodation  of  travellers, 
I  hope  you  will  bear  in  mind  that  the  law  was 
enacted  in  the  dark  ages,  when  liquor  was 
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considered  aa  necessary  for  the  health  and 
comtort  of  man  as  bread. 

"  Again :  the  law  makes  it  your  duty  to 
license  none  excepting  such  as  have  good  ac- 
commodations,    ^t,   gentlemen,  do  you  not 
know  that  the  law  m  this  respect  has  been 
recklessly  violated   by  every  board   of  excise 
we  have  ever  had  in  this  town  ?    It  has  been 
their  uniform  custom  to  license  every  appli- 
cant, without  any  regard  to  his  moral  charac- 
ter or  accommodations  of  his  house.     Some  ol 
the  applicants  before  you  to-day  are  not  enti. 
tied  to  hcense  according  to  the  law  by  which 
youclaim  to  be  governed.     They  have  not 
the  prescribed  accommodations.     They  have 
no  sheds,  no  comfortable  bam,  and  no  outbuild- 
ings where  property  can  be  safely  intrusted  to 
them      They  have  poor,  dilapidated  dwellings, 
that  look  more  Kke  deserted  barracks  than 
pubhc  houses.     They  have  no  suitable  furni- 
ture, no  comfortable  beds;   indeed,   there  is 
nothing  about  their  establishments  that  enti- 
tles them^to  a  license  according  to  law :  and 
and  yet  these  men   have  been  licensed  from 
year  to  year,  not  to  accommodate  travellers 
but  townsmexi." 

•*  Mr.  Supervisor,;^  interrupted  Doty,  I  have 
heaxd  enough  of  thi^  pettifogging  and  black- 
guardism. I  hope  he  will  be  called  to  order. 
I  know  what  he  i^  coming  at." 

"Keep  co<%  fether  Doty,"  cried  out  John 
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Donaldson;    "Mr.  Scribner  won't  say    any 
thing  about  poor  old  Joe  Orcut."  > 

Donaldson  was  the  son  of  Jeremiah  Donald- 
eon.     He  was  a  warm  advocate  of  the  temper- 
ance  reform,  and  a  ready  wit.     The  injury  his 
brother  Philip  received,  the  unhappy  marriage 
of  his  sister  Fanny,  and  the  fearful  death  of  his 
associate,  young  Davison,  ser/ed  to  enlist  his 
teelmgson  the  side  of  temperance.    At  the 
age  of  eighteen  he  left  his  native  place,  and 
took  up  his  residence  in  the  State  of  Georgia. 
He  had  returned  home  a  few  days  previous  to 
this  meeting  of  the  board,  to  assist  in  settling 
his  father  s  estate,  and  to  spend  the  remainde? 
ot  his  days  at  the  homestead.    The '  'Joe  Orcut*' 
to  whom  he  referred  was  a  poor  vagrant,  who 
had  spent  the  most  of  his  time,  for  thiee  or 
four  years  pa^t,  at  Doty's  tavern,  and  did  chores 
about  the  house  and  bam  for  his  Uquor  and 
board.    One  morning,  while  engaged  in  the 
horse  bam,  he  fell  dead  upon  the  floor.    Doty 
refused  to  have  him  laid  out  in  his  house  b^ 
cause  poor  Joe  had  no  property  to  pay  him  for 
his  trouble. 

^  ''Mr.  Scribner  will  proceed,"  said  the  super- 
visor. '^ 

«Iwas  saying"  said  Mr.  Scribner,  "thatthese 
men  have  been  licensed  from  year  to  year,  not- 
withstanding they  have  not  the  suitable  accom- 
modations And,|  gentlemen,  you  know  what 
ha^  been  the  result.  We  have  in  this  town 
not  far  from  fifty  habitual  drunkards,  twenty 
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or  thirty  occ^ional  drunkards,  and  more  than 
three  hundred  moderate  drinkers.  We  have 
but  two  or  three  young  men  in  this  town  who 

ZkT    Tl.-     n"^*  ^^  "«^S  intoxicating 
dnnks.     This  18  all  chaj-geable  upon  our  boaJ 
of  excise  and  the  Iwense  law.     Continue  to 
license  these  taverns  and  groceries  for  a  few 
years  more,  and  these  fifty  inebriates  will  be  in 
!iT  f^T'  «^^.?"  ^"^  young  men  and  mod- 
erate drinkers   will  become  confirmed  drunk- 
ards.   Gentlemen,  dare  you  pla<je  temptations 
before  our  citizens  that  will  inevitably  reduce 
them  to  pauperism,   crime,  and  ruin  ?    Had 
you  power,  you  would  shrink  with  horrorfrom 

ihnlli'^"^^*.!?^  T^^^  *^"^"Sli  our  tewn  the 
cholera  or  the  plague;  yet,  if  you  accede  to 
these  apphcants,  you  will  commission  a  plague 
to  go  fourth  among  our  inhabitants  more  ri^n- 

ever  inflicted  upon  man. 

<,T,Jii^*""^l  •■*'!?  ^^"^  '^^^'es   that  they 
shall  be  men  of  ffood  moral  dmracter.    It  is  with 

much  embarrassment  that  I  speak  upon  this 
pomt.  To  settle  this  question,  gentlemS 
you  have  only  to  take  the  defliJtiSns  of  S 
!^l!^  to  ascertain  what  is  a  good  moral  char- 
acter. That  makes  Sabbath  breaking  and 
prolanity  a  onme ;  consequently,  he  who  k 
guJty  of  these  offences  I  not^nMeJto  a 

^47'  T^f ""'  m1  }^  ","*  "  So«J  inoral  char- 
Mter.  If  you  will  therefore  adhere  strictly  to 
the  law,  not  pne    of  these  men  will  obtain 
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a  iJMwi  for  not  one  of  ^bem  is  free  from  the 
em  at  Sdbbatii  deaeeration  andi  parofa«e  awear- 

'\l  potest  against  this  tirade  of  abuse;' 
^pjniiiterriiptedDotjr;  '*I  will  not  hew  it. 
lobecaUed  allsofte  of  hard  names  in  this  pub- 
lie  mannw,  is  more  thae  I  ca«  bea^.  f  am 
(fflieaf  th«  eaa?ty  settlers  of  this  town.  I  have 
Ured  m  Oiifl  community  a  longtime,  and  have 
dealt  with  a  great  rnnoy  men,  am  well  known; 
aaid  I  don't  wish  to  be  insulted  in  this  man- 
ner." 

u  w^^*  7^^  a  great  many !"  said  Donaldson. 
itolhoJ    i>«o/<  with  a  great  many!     And  I 
guesa  they  were  hard,  dealt  with  I     I  thought 
!?1  Sl!^.  ®*^  *^®  poormaster  start  off  with 
<^^jfoaWm^B  family  to  the  county  house." 
1  hope  Mr.  Scnbner  may  be  allowed  to  so 
on  without  interruption,"  said  the  supervisor. 
1.  ^,  V«^^?aymg,''  said   Scribner,  "that  sab- 
bath  breaking  and  profanity  are  crimes  in  the 
l^^^J^t^'   *^erefore,  th^se  men  are  not 
enffcitled  to  hcfinee.    There  are  other  consider 
ratKms  which  should  deter  you  from  granting 
license.     In  foarty  counties  in' the  State  of  New 
1  qT?"  ^^  "^^^  committed  to  the  prisons,  in 
iMy,  thirfeywBo:  thousand  one  hundred  and 
lourteen  persons  of  intemperate  habits,  or  who 
^re  undier  tiae  influence  of  lijuor  wh(m  they 
committed  the  offences  for  which  they  were 
impnsMied.     Gentlemen,  is  there  any  hope 
that  It  will  be  otherwise  for  ten  years  to  con^ 
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a  the  liomn  »yBtoffl  i,  coartinned  f    It  jg  the 

remit  of  mtemperonce.  The  whole  cost  of 
paupemm  *o  the  state  annually,  oau^dTy  in- 
^ST'nr^l  te ,«,,  tha/jwoxnimZ  of 
dcUMs.  And  what  do  the  UcenBed  venders  give 
as  compensation?     A  mere  nothine     Whv 

Sr  C^^^^-  ?"^   «"  <lestnictive  to 

S^t^*  1^*^  of  Connecticut  in  1860,  all 

oTi  v^  Jfr^^f  f  r "-''»''  «»«•«  "f  them 
ot  a  very  aggravated  character.    An  eminent 

physiemcalculates  that  the  averZ  n~r 
of  deaths  by  intemperance,  for  sevSaTZ™ 
tv^'n^  •  TJ^^^'y  tWhundred  andS 
^^Z^^f''^^"^^^  would  make  in  the 
Umted  States  forty  thousand  in  ayear.    WhaT 

&  ««  hceMed  liquor  seUera  but  licensed 
biUohgrs  by  the  wholesale?"  ucensed 

hnrl  *^  "T-  "P""  <^''*«''."  «ried  Doty.    «I 
hope^ge  chaarman  will  close  np  his  /bnsive 

To  this  remait  Donaldson  replied  chanmncr 
old  BlU  Jones's  house  and  lot  was  mi/hty  ^^ 
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"Mr.  Sciibuer  will  proceed/'  said  the  8upe^ 
visor. 

"  Now,  gentlemen,  in  view  of  these  facts,  can 
you  clothe  these  men  with  authority  and 
power  to  increase  and  perpetuate  these  evils  ? 
If  you  can,  you  have  no  just  sense  of  your  i*e- 
sponsibility  as  officers  of  justice  and  as  account- 
aole  beings. 

**  I  will  offer  but  one  argument  move  ;  that 
is  in  the  form  of  petitions  from  the  inhabitants 
of  this  town.  This  petition  wKvzli  1  hold  in 
my  hand  is  signed  by  four  hundred  persons, 
the  most  of  them  votere,  and  reads  as  fellows  : 

"  'To  the  Board  of  Excise  of  the  tovm  of  Earwood  : 

"*  We,  the  subscribei-s,  citizens  of  this  town, 
believing  the  sale  of  intoxicating  drinks  as  a 
beverage  is  a  fruitful  source  of  immorality, 
crime,  and  pauperism,  and  that  it  greatly  in- 
creases the  burdens  of  taxation,  aa  afl  statistics 
on  this  question  abundantly  show,  therefore 
pray  your  honorable  body  not  to  gi-ant 
licenses  the  ensuing  year/ 

"  I  also  hold  in  my  hand  a  petition  signed 
by  twenty  females,  the  wives  of  drunken  hus- 
bands. It  is  wet  with  teai-s,  and  has  come  forth 
from  their  poverty  ,9nd  wretchedness  in  conse- 
quence of  this  traliic.  Treiv  vohe,  gentlemen, 
you  ought  to  hea:  .  -• 

"  'To  the  Honorable  Board  of  Excise  of  the  town  of  Ear- 
wood  : 

**  *  We,  the  undereigned,  appeal  to  you  in 
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behalf  of  our  p^r  fallen  husbands  and  our 

lega/ized  traffic  in  hauor,  we  should  a^ain  be 
hjpy  and  respectable.  But  while  thf  temr^ 
tation  ,s  legally  placed  before  our  husbrd^ 

d^k  patlway.  We  pray  you,  therefore,  to 
use  your  influence  and  oflcial  authority  to 
put  down  this  traffic,  which  so  cruelly  oppress^ 
the  di-unkard's  wife  and  the  dininkii/s  chiW 

.;a}  i^P®'  gentlemen,  you  will  cai-efully  con- 

^sider  these  prayei-s,  and  make  your  decision 

with  reference  to  death,  judgmentland  eternity." 

After  Mr.  Scribner  sat  down,  Ezekiel  Moody 

burha^^f""^   ">'  l'^  no  .ift  for  spea^'nl 
but  had  for  music.    He  wouFd  beglai  therf 

Sle  a'  ^'^  ^^'^  ^"^'  '^'  colsid^ration 

Ezekiel  was  the  son  of  a  wealthy  man.  who 
held  a  mortgage  on  Mr.  Blakely's  farm,  which 
was  no  douEt  the  reason,  ludicrous  Z'hTe^ 
why  he  permitted  him  to  sing  his  ideas  Ke 
stmk  up  in  a  clear,  full  voice,  and  smgin  old 
Uxbiidge  the  following  hymn:—         ^ 

"  n^^i  ^  ^^  *^«  ^^^e  man  weak  : 

Licensed  to  lay  a  strong  man  low  • 
Licensed  a  wife's  fond  heart  to  break. 

And  make  her  children's  tears  to  flow, 

"?1T*  ^.^^^^y  neighbor  harm : 
Licensed  to  kindle  hate  and  strife : 
.  "c«na«<l  to  nerve  the  robber's  arm: 

Licensed  to  whet  the  murderer's  inife. 
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Uoensfid  Ww  u«igW)or'3  purse  to  drain. 

Ana  rob  T»im  of  his  very  last; 
I^icejLsed  to  heat  hiB  fever&b  hvi^, 

Till  madLes^i  crown  thy  work  at  lart. 

Licensed,  like  spider  for  a  fly, 

To  spread  thy  aets,  tor  man  tby  may  ; 
To  mock  his  struggleg,  suck  hi»  di^, 

Ihen  cast  the  worthless  liullf  away. 

LiceuHed,  where  ppflcc  and  quiet  dwell. 

To  bring  disease,  anl  waiA  and  woe 
Licensed  to  aiako  this  world  a  helL 

And  fit  n  an  for  a  hell  beiow/^ 

As  soon  as  Ezekiel  closed  Mr.  Doty  broke 
out,  at  the  same  time  shriigging  his  shouldei-s 
md  rubbmg  hia  chin,  "  Vfell,  1  should  think 
tnat  was  music  enough  on  this  occa^on." 

"Yes,"  said  Donaldson,  "that  wiii  tr,9wev 
until  we  get  the  Maine  law^thea  we  will  dve 
you  another  tune."  * 

Mr.  Doty  arose  and  said,  "I  have  attempted 
to  speaJi  two  or  three  times,  aad  Uve,  teen 
disturbed  every  time.'' 

TIrn^^^  ¥^  .?^  ^?^  ^  y^^  disturbed  P^er 
Wilkins's  family,  when  you  turned  them  oiitof 
aoors,  said  Donaldson,  whose  sally  waa  fol^ 
lowed  by  a  ix>ar  of  laughter  from  the  crowd. 
Order !"  said  the  supervisor, 

"I  am  ashamed  of  my  towli^"  said  Doty.  «'! 
will  sell  out,  and  leave  the  place." 

**  You  could  have  ffone  before,  if  you  had 

only  mentioned  it,'»  said  some  one  in  the  room. 

if  you  i-efuse  to  grant  licenses,  I  hope  you 

will  remember  there  will   be  no  revenue  to 

support  the  poor,"  exclaimed  Doty 

"I  should  thini;  yom  had  better  look  after 
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'  foTt'JSr  Ki*''*  "j-^^"-  '^^-p-g  his 

Father  Doty  feeling  himself  very  nwch  in- 
jured  took  hm  hat  ana  cane,  and,  with  several 
vio  ent  twitches  of  his  hand,  made  his  way  out 
of  the  i-oom,  and  went  home.    As  there  were 
no  othere^to  make  remarks,  the  board  was  left 
alone.    Jfr  Blakely  took  np  the  cases  one  bv 
Me.    Of  the  magistrates,  Messrs.  Rogere  and 
Henderson  voted  for  license,  and  Messre.  Hayes 
pd  Burton  against    This  placed  Mr.  Blakelv 
iL!.JT  ™P''«8*;«t  situation.    He  had  alwaj^ 
through  life  avoided  committing  himself  on 
any  question.     He  was  a  man  who  had  a  side 
tor  every  question  and  every  emergency     He 
saw  the  dreadful  dilemma  he  was  infan/ would 
have  pven  his  farm  to  be  relieved.  He  pleaded 
with  them  to  reconsider  the  matter,  Md  so 
vote  as  to  sottle   the  question  among  them- 
selves,  without  involving  him  in  the  dffficnlty. 
He  thought  of  being  nominated  next  year  for 
the  assembly,  and  if  he  voted  against  licenses 
he  would  lose  the  liquor  influence ;  andlf  he 
voted  in  favor  of  granting  them   he  would 
certainly  lose  the  influence  and  faror  of  tZ 

capital  to  spare.    He  appealed  to  their  sym- 

comZ;^"?'*  ■  f  ^\  w-guments  he  could 
command  to  mduce  them  to  divide  up  and 
maJie  a  majority  one  way  or  the  otherT    To 
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Wm,  he  sMd,  it  was  immaterial  how  they  de- 
ciaed^t,  if  they  would  not  compel  him  to  c«^  ■ 
W  ♦^''^  He  ezhoited  them  with  tZ, 
bnt  they  relented  not.  Being  compeDed  t<^ 
g^re  the  castmg  vote,  he  gave  it  ^aimt  t 
ce^ea  because  he  thoughlf  in  vie^  of  the 
lapidWowing  sentiment  for  the  Maine  law 
he  would  thus  Tose  less  political  capital  ' 
di«r..l!liT    ,»''-'°"™«^!  «"d  the  parties  soon 
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CHAPTER    VII. 

THE  8ATANI0  LI0BNSB.--HOEBIBLE  DBEAM. 


"  Tiien  came  wandwing  by 
A  shadow  like  an  angel,  with  bright  hair 
Dabbled  m  blood  ;  and  he  shrieked  out  aloud. 

That  stabbed  me  in  the  fleld  by  Tewksbnry.' " 


At  this  stage  of  the  narrative  we  wish  to 
introduce  to  the  reader  a  young  man  beaiinff 
the  name  of  Joseph  Simons,  whose  father  wm 
killed  before  his  remembrance  by  the  falling 
of  a  bent  in  Mr.  Doty's  b^-n,  in  consequence 
of  rum.    The  man  who  stood  at  the  foot  of 
the  post  was  intoxicated,  and  let  his  bar  sliix 
wluch  resulted  in  the  death  of  Joseph^s  &ther 
and  the  senous  injury  of  several  othera.    His 
mother  had  often  with  tears  and  deep  emo- 
tions told  him  of  his  father,  his  excellent  traite 
ot  character,  and  the  cause  of  his  death,  which 
at  a  very  early  age  prejudiced  him  against  rum 

^ff  !u  5  ,T^^.  ^®  ^*-  ^^®^  0%  five  years 
old,  the  following  convei-sation  passed  between 
them  one  Sabbath  afternoon,  as  Joseph  stood 
by  her  side  tenderly  embraced  in  one  of  her 
arms,  while  she  stroked  his  head  with  the 
other  hand. 

"  Mother,  what  made  father  die  ?" 
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"Why,  my  dear  chUd,  the  big,  heavy  sticks 
of  timber  fell  on  him,  and  broke  his  shoulder 
and  back." 

"  Where  is  father  now,  mother  ?" 
"He  is  in  heaven,  my  child.    He  wrs  a  good 
man,  and  loved  God." 

*•  Where  was  father  killed,  mother  ?" 
"At  the  raising  of  Mr.  Doty's  barn." 
Il^^e  one  down  across  the  road,  mother?" 
"  Yes,  my  son  ;  and  I  never  go  past  it  with- 
out thmking  of  your  poor  father." 

These  simple  questions  brought  up  so  vividly 
all  the  circumstances  of  that  dark  hour  which 
bereft  her  of  a  kind  and  aftectionate  husband, 
that  she  could  not  refi-ain  from  teai-s.  Little 
Joseph  saw  it,  and  from  the  generous  impulse 
of  his  nature  threw  his  arms  around  her  neck 
kissed  her,  and  said,  "Dear  mother,  what  makes 
you  cry  so ?    Say,  mother?" 

"  O  my  son,  I  was  thinking  of  ^e  dear  friend 
we  lost  when  your  father  was  killed." 

"  Mother,  what  made  father  go  to  the  rais- 
ing ?" 

''  Mr.  Doty  was  our  neighbor  ;  and  your 
father  thought  that  he  must  go." 

"  Did  they  have  whiskey  ?" 

"  Yes.     If  it  had  not  been   for  that,   your 
father  would  not  have  been  injured." 
,  "  Why,  mother,  how  did  that  kill  him  ?" 

"  The  man  that  held  one  of  the  posts  was 
drunk  and  let  the  foot  slip,  and  it  came  down 
upon  your  father." 
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"  Mother,  who  was  the  man  ?" 

"It  was  old  Sim  Bailey;  you  never  knew 
him." 

"  Where  is  he  ?     Has  he  moved  away  ?" 

*'  No ;  he  died  a  little  while  after  your  father. 
He  was  m  at  Mr.  Doty's>ne  cold  night,  drink- 
mg  and  carousing,  and  started  to  go  home,  but 
was  found  dead  in  the  morning  in  a  snow  drift." 

"  Did  he  go  to  heaven,  too,  mother  ?"    • 

"  No,  my  child.  The  Bible  says  no  drunk- 
ard shall  mherit  the  kingdom  of  God." 

"  0,  what  hateful  stuff  whiskey  is ;  ain't  it, 
mother?  I  won't  like  it,  and  won't  like  any- 
body  that  sells  it;  will  you  mother?" 

"  I  hope,  my  child,  you  will  always  let  it 
alone.  Never  go  where  it  is  sold,  and  never 
associate  with  boys  who  use  it." 

Frequent  conversations  of  this  character 
prejudiced  Joseph's  mind,  at  a  very  early  age 
agamst  the  use  of  intoxicating  drinks.  And 
his  opposition  seemed  to  grow  with  his  growth 
and  strengthen  with  his  strength.  He  grew 
up  to  be  a  very  intelligent  and  virtuous  young 
man,  and,  possessing  no  small  share  of  ready 
wit,  seemed  fond  of  cultivating  it  by  hectoring 
rumsellers.  Joseph  was  present  at  the  meeting 
ot  the  board,  listened  with  great  interest  to 
bcnbners  speech,  had  many  a  hearty  laugh 
over  Donaldson's  retorts  and  quaint  remarks, 
and  rejoiced  to  see  old  Doty  writhe  under  the 
power  of  truth  and  force  of  public  sentiment. 
As  soon  as  the  board  determined  not  to  grant 
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Ucenses,  Joseph  left  the  room,and  winked  to  Eze- 
kiel  Moody  to  follow  him.  For  years  there  had 
been  a  growing  intima<jy  between  them,  on  ac- 
count of  their  similarity  of  feeling  on  this  sub- 
ject. When  they  had  walked  a  few  steps  from 
the  door,  Joseph  said,  in  a  low  voice,  "  Zeke, 
where  did  you  get  that  poetry  ?" 

**  I  cut  it  out  of  a  newspaper.  I  tell  you, 
Joe,  I  go  prepared  for  such  things.  I  cut  it 
out,  and  learned  it,  and  calculated  if  it  ever 
ca.me  right,  and  I  could  make  old  Doty  hold 
still  long  enough,  I  would  read  or  sing  it  to 
hun.     How  did  you  like  it  Joe  ?" 

"  It  was  captal— first  rate.  It  touched  the 
spot  exactly.  Old  Doty  turned  all  sorts  of 
colors  while  you  was  singing  it." 

"  Joe,  didn't  you  think  of  your  poor  father 
when  I  sung  the  line, — 

•  Licensed  to  lay  a  strong  man  low  V  " 

*' I  guess  I  did.  And  when  you  auns  the 
lines,— 

*  Licensed  a  wife's  fond  heart  to  break, 
And  cause  her  children's  tears  to  flow,'— 

I  thought  of  poor  Mrs.  Jones,  when  Doty  took 
their  house  and  lot  and  turned  her  out  of  doors. 
The  poor  woman's  heart  seemed  ready  to  break, 
and  the  cries  of  her  children  I  can  never  forget! 
And  now,  Zeke,  I  will  tell  you  what  I  have 
been  thinking  of  The  idea  came  into  my 
mind  while  you  was  singing.     Let  us  draw  up 
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5m,  on  ac- 


a  writing  purporting  to  be  a  license  to  Doty  to 
sell  rum,  sign  Satan's  name  to  it,  and  in  some 
way  without  his  knowledge  get  it  into  his 
house." 

"Agreed,  Joe;  that  is  a  grand  thought.— 
Where  shall  we  go  to  write  it  ?" 

"I  guess  the  surest  way  to  conceal  the  matter 
from  others  will  be  to  go  down  to  mother^s. 
She  has  gone  over  to  spend  the  night  with 
aunt  Rachael,  and  has  taken  Susan  with  her; 
so,  you  see,  we  can  be  alone,  and  no  one  know 

IX. 

They  went  down,  entered  the  house,  lit  the 
lamp,  and  Joseph  sat  down  to  his  desk,  with 
Ezekiel  at  his  elbow  to  make  suggestions.  After 
two  or  three  hours  had  been  spent  in  writing, 
erasing,  md  interlining,  they  succeeding  in 
reducmg  to  form  what  they  considered  a  license 
to  sell  rum. 

"  Joe,"  said  Ezekiel,  after  the  composition 
was  fimshed,  "wouldn't  it  look  more  mysteri- 
ous to  him  if  it  was  written  on  parchment  ?" 

"  Indeed  it  would,"  said  Joseph ;  and  I  think 
I  have  a  piece  up  in  myfchamber  large  enough.'* 

A  piece  of  old  dingy  parchment  was  found, 
and  to  make  it  as  unearthly  as  possible,  they 
thoroughly  smoked  it  over  a  slow  fire  of  sul- 
phur. 

"0  Joe,"  said  Ezekiel,  "if  we  only  had  some 
blood  to  write  it  with  !" 

"That  would  fix  it  out.  Let  me  see;  I  be- 
lieve  feusan  has  got  some  carmine  ink :  thai  - 
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will  do  it  exactly,  if  I  can  only  find  it."  said 
Joseph. 

The  carmine  waa  found,  and  the  license  wm 
carefully  transcribed  in  deep  red  ink  upon  the 
parchment.  It  was  then  folded  up  and  written 
upon  m  large  characters, — 

"DOTY'S  LICENSE  TO  SELL  RUM." 

The  question  now  came  up  how  they  could 
get  it  into  the  house,  where  Doty  would  be 
sure  to  find  it.  Ezekiel  proposed  that  they 
set  up  a  long  ladder,  and  one  of  them  carefully 
cbjnb  up  and  drop  it  into  the  chimney.  To 
this  Joseph  objected  that  it  might  lodge  or 
get  burned  They  thought  of  dropping  it  by 
the  door ;  but  the  wind  might  blow  it  away, 
or  some  one  might  discoverer  it  early  in  the 
mormng  and  destroy  it;  so  that  would  not 
answer. 

"Zeke,"  said  Joseph,   "111  tell  you  what  wo 
cm  do.     We  can  shove  it  under  the  door,— .+lie 
bar-room  door,  I  mean,--and  the  first  t>'— he 
wm  see  m  the  morning,  when  he  leU  t 
old  customers,  will  be  this  mysterious   do 
ment. 

do'it^ '*  ^'"'"  said  Ezekiel;  "that  will  just 

They  went  immediately  and  performed  the 
task  by  pla<jmg  it  at  the  bottom  of  the  door, 
and  ^^g  it  a  snap  with  the  finger,  which 
sent  It  half  way  across  the  floor. 
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Next  morning,  a  little  earlier  than  usual, 
on  account  of  the  excitement  the  evening 
before,  Phil  Saxbury,  Sam  Laraby,  Mose  Whip- 
ple, and  Job  Ross,  regular  customers  of  Doty 
rapped  at  the  bar-room  door  for  their  bittera' 
Doty,  as  was  his  custom,  came  and  unbuttoned 
the  door  and  let  them  in.     As  soon  as  the  gray 
light  entered   the  room,   the  parchment  w^ 
discovered  by  Mose   Whipple,  who  remarked 
as  he  picked  it  up  and  walked  towards  the 
bar,  "Mr.  Doty,  I  guess  I  have  found  one  of 
your  bonds  or  mortgages,  or  it  may  be  your  will " 
"One  of  my  bonds  or  mortgages !"  said  Doty, 
as  he  took  the  mysterious  parchment  into  his 
hands. 

"Whew!"  said  Phil  Saxbury,  turning  up 
his  nose;  "it  smells  strong  enough  of  brim- 
stone." 

"Great  Peter!"    exclaimed   Sam   Laraby. 

It  It  had  come  nght  out  of  old  cloven-foot's 
chest  of  drawers,  it  couldn't  have  been  scented 
stronger." 

Doty  slowly  read,  "  Doty' a^licms^-^io^-aell 
—rum,  and  remarked,  "  Time  in  the  primer ! 
What  does  this  mean?" 

He  took  out  his  spectacles,  wiped  the  glasses, 
carefully  adjusted  them,  and  read  in  the  hear- 
ing of  his  customers,  the  following  mysterious 
production : — 

"  Mr.  Doty  : 

Sir:  You  have  always  been  a  true  friend  to 
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my  cause  on  earth,  for  which  I  respect  you, 
and  feel  disposed  to  assist  you  in  your  present 
embarrassment.  I  was  present  yesterday  at 
the  meeting  of  the  board,  and  as  soon  as  they 
refused  to  grant  you  license,  I  hastened  back  to 
me  infernal  regions,  entered  the  council  cham- 
ber of  hell,  called  around  me  warriors,  princes, 
and  potentates,  and  laid  before  them  your  case : 
whereupon  it  was  unanimously  resolved  that 
you  have  license  to  do  the  following  things, 
namely: —  ® 

You  are  hereby  authorized  to  create  an  ap- 
petite   for  strong  drink  in  all  the   virtuous, 
mtelhgent,  and  enterprising  young  men  that 
you  can  draw  under  your  influence;  to  in- 
struct them  in  gambling,  to  make  them  profjue 
and  Sabbath  breakers.     You  need  have  no  mis- 
givings if  you   discover  they    are  becoming 
thieves,  liars,  robbers,  and  murderers;  for  this 
IS  your  master's  good  pleasure.     If  any  of  them 
marry,  do  what  you  can  to  alienate  their  affec- 
tions from  their  wives,  and  to  neglect  and 
abuse  them;  and  if,  in   three  years'  time,  you 
succeed  m  separating  them,  you  need  have 
no  scruples  of  conscience.     Draw  around  you 
as  many  of  the  middle  aged  as  you  can,  espe- 
cially of  such  as  have  famiUes.    Induce  them 
to  whip  their  wives;  and  if  they  kill  them,  no 
matter.     Take  from  them  all  their  earnings, 
that  their  children  may  suffer  for  bread  and 
tuel,  and  grow  up  without  education ;  that  they 
may  become  thieves,  liars,  robbers,  burglars, 
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s  no  mis- 


and  midnight  aesassins.  Bj^  a  unanimous  vote 
of  the  citizens  of  pandemonium  you  are  author- 
ized to  make  paupers  of  as  many  of  your 
customers  as  you  can.  Send  their  families  to 
the  poorhouse,  and  make  temperance  men  sup- 
port them.  Make  criminals  of  as  many  of  them 
as  possible.  Send  them  to  jail,  to  prison,  or  to 
the  gallows,  and  charge  the  expense  of  trying 
and  executing  them  to  your  opponents. 

All  this  you  are  licensed  to  do,  and  are  hereby 
commanded  to  be  faithful,  as  you  ever  have 
been,  and  hold  out  to  the  end ;  and  you  shall 
have  your  reward.  Hear  not  to  them  who 
would  dissuade  you  from  your  work.  If  they 
quote  from  the  Bible,  « Woe  unto  him  that 
puttest  thy  bottle  to  thy  neighbor's  mouth, 
and  makest  him  drunken,"  heed  them  not. 
Tell  them  it  is  a  false  translation,  or  the  Bible 
is  not  true. 

Signed  under  my  hrnid  and  seal,  DIA- 
BOLUS,  Chief  of  fallen  angela, 
and  King  of  the  bottotnless  pitr 

The  above  was  read  in  astonishment.  The 
bottle  was  set  down,  and  after  the  usual  draught 
was  poured  out  and  drank,  they  went  off,  and 
left  Father  Doty  to  his  own  reflections. 

It  was  a  great  mystery  how  that  "  thing,'* 
as  he  termed  it,  came  thei-e  on  the  middle  of 
the  floor.  No  one  had  been  there  in  the  room 
during  the  night :  he  bolted  the  door  himself, 
was  the  last  one  in  the  room,  and  he  knew  it 
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WM  not  there  then.  He  revolved  the  matter 
in  the  mind,  and  could  think  of  no  "  cold-wa- 
ter fanatic"  who  had  been  there  during  the 
evenmg,  and  finally  gave  it  up  a«  a  perfect 
enigma.  That  day  he  left  the  bar-room  in  the 
hands  of  his  old  hostler,  Stephen  Closier,  which 
wafl  unusual  for  him,  and  confined  himself  in 
his  bed  room. 

About  noon  Mose  Whipple  and  Sam  Laraby 

came  in  for  a  dram,  and  while  standing  at  the 

bar  receiving  their  rations,  and  making  change, 

Lajaby  a^ked,  "  Where  is  Doty  to-day  ?" 

"He  IS  in  his  room,  I  guess,"  answered  the 
hostler.  , 

j.rS  Satanic  License  didn't  make  him  sick. 
Old  It?    inquired  Mose. 

"I  shouldn't  wonder,"  replied  the  hostler; 

he  ain  t  eat  nothin'  to-day,  and  he's  as  cross 
Bs  lorty  she  bears  robbed  of  their  cubs  He 
acts  as  if  he  had  lost  all  his  friends." 

"Friends !    I  guess  he  haan't  many  to  lose," 
said  Laraby,  as  they  passed  out  of  the  room. 

Doty  kept  his  troubles  that  day  from  his 
wite--partly  because  she  had  always  opposed 
mm  m  his  business,  and  pArtly  because  he 
thought  the  least  said  about  them  the  sooner 
they  would  wear  oflf  and  be  forgotten. 
When  night  came  he  went  round  to  all  the 
doors  and  bolted  them,  and  carefully  examined 
all  the  sash  locks,  which  surprised  his  wife,  be- 
cause it  was  something  unusual. 

"Why,  Abijah,  why  are  you  so  careful  to 
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examine  the  saah  locks  ?    Do  you  expect  rob- 
bers to-night  ?"  -^  r 

"  No,  I  don't  expect  them ;  but  I  want  it  so 
they  can  t  get  m  if  they  come,"  replied  the  fear- 
ful  landlord. 

They  retired  to  rest,  and  after  memory  had 
carefully  called  up  item  by  item  of  "  The  Ssr 
tame  License,"  as  Mose  called  it,  and  his  imag- 
mation  had  painted  out  in  glowing  colors  the 
evib  and  horrors  of  rumselling,  he  dropped 
asleep.  *^^ 

But  he  had  scarcely  forgotten  his  troubles 
when  his  wife  was  startled  from  her  slumbers 
by  her  husband's  cries  of  "  O,  dear !  0,  deur 
me!     Have  mercy!     0,  have  mercy!" 

"  Why,  Abijah,  what  is  the  matter  ?"  asked 
his  wife. 

"  0— I— don't  know.  0,  dear  me  !  I  have 
had  an  awful  dream,"  replied  the  frantic  man 

"Dream!  Dream  about  what  ?"  said  Mrs.Doty ." 

As  soon  as  he  recovered  a  little  from  his 
nervousness  and  exhaustion,  he  related  the 
following  remarkable  dream: 

"  I  dreamed  I  was  down  where  old  School- 
craft s  distillery  used  to  stand,  just  coming  up 
the  bank  from  the  stream,  when  suddenly  the 
blackest  cloud  I  ever  saw  hung  over  my  h^ad 
It  was  in   violent  commotion,   whirling   and 
tumbling  about   as  if  driven  by  a  hurricane 
and  out  of  it  darted  forked   tongues  of  fire 
When  the  light  flashed   out  of  the  cloud,   I 
could  distincly  read  in  large  letters  of  blood, 
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*  LICENSE !'    And  while  I  was  looking,  and 
turning  this  way  and  that  to  make  my  escape, 
I  heard  the  rattling  of  bones,  and  just  then  I 
saw  old  Sim  Bailey  coming  towards  me  with 
a  human  skeleton  in  his  hand,  which  he  threw 
down  at  my  feet.     He  had  on  garments  which 
were  made  of  small  fiery  serpents,  twisted  and 
matted  together,  and  were  covered  with  a  blue 
flame,  which  sent  out  an   odor  like  burning 
brimstone.     The  head  of  each  serpent   (and 
there  were  ten  thousand  of  them)  was  turned 
towards  me,  and   thrust  out   a  long  sharp 
tongue,  which  pierced  my  flesh,  and  gave  me 
as  much  pain  as  if  I  had  been  on  a  bed  of  fire. 
Each  hair  of  his  head  seemed  a  serpent,  hiss- 
ing, spitting,  and  writhing  about  as  if  frantic 
to  be  let  loose  upon  me.     Bailey's  eyes  looked 
like  two  balls  of  fire,   rolling  about  as  if  anx- 
ious to  leap  out  of  their   sockets.     Prom  his 
mouth  and  nose  poured  forth  volumes  of  dark 
smoke,  with  sudden  flashes  of  fire.     Suddenly 
the  skeleton,  which  had  been  lying  quietly, 
sprang  upon  its  feet,  and  a  bright  flame  flashed 
out  of  his  mouth,  and  blazed  out  of  the  ends 
of  its  long,  bony  fingers.  It  ddnced  and  jumped 
about  me  as  if  moved  by  some  infernal  spirit, 
and  suddenly  sprang  towards  me,  and  caught 
me  by  my  arm,  and  cried  out,  'License!'  with 
a  loud  voice  that  shook  the  earth.     Its  grasp 
burned   into  my  flesh  like  red-hot  steel.     It 
was  that  which  caused   me  to  cry  out,  '0, 
HAVE  mercy!" 
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CHAPTER    VIII 


THE  TEMPERANCE  MEETING. 

"Ah  me! 
The  world  is  full  of  meetings  such  as  this— 
A  thrill,  a  voiceless  challenge  and  reply 
And  sudden  parting  after." 

Late  in  the  month  of  November,  a  large  fleshy 
man,  with  sharp,  black  eyes,  ruddy  face,  and 
of  quick  muscular  motion,— mounted  on  an 
old  black  horse,— was  seen  just  at  night  enter- 
mg  the  village  of  Harwood.  The  severely 
sharp  weather  and  the  rough  travelling  had 
nearly  overcome  his  physical  nature,  which  in- 
duced him  to  turn  in  for  a  night's  repose  at  the 
first  public  house.  He  reined  his  horse  up  to 
the  mn  of  George  Parks,  dismounted,  put  his 
head  m  at  the  door,  and  said,  "Halloo!  land- 
lord, can  you  keep  me  and  my  horse  to  night?" 
"I  guess  so,"  replied  Parks,  at  the  same  time 
takmg  the  horse  by  the  bridle  to  lead  him  to 
the  barn. 

The  stranger  walked  into  the  bar  room,  and 
there  found  three  individuals,  who  had  the 
appearance  of  being  hard  drinkers,  seated 
around  a  cheerful  fire  that  was  burning  briskly 
on  the  hearth.  The  lattice  work,;or  grated  bar,  ii 
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one  comer  of  the  room,  the  full  bottles  on  the 
shelves,  the  Smoky  walls,  the  broken  lights  of 
glass,  the  fractured  chairs,  and  dirty  floor, 
mclined  the  stranger  to  think  it  was  a 
public  house  kept  more  for  the  "  actual  accom- 
modation" of  neighborhood  guzzlers  than  for 
travellers.  The  three  individuals  had  mono- 
polized the  fire,  which  compelled  the  stranger, 
though  cold  and  fatigued,  to  take  a  seat  on  a 
box  in  one  corner  of  the  room. 

When  the  landlord  came  in,  he  snarled  out, 
in  an  angry  tone,  Zene  Huff,  why  don't  you 
hitch  back,  and  give  this  man  a  chance  to 
come  to  tho  fire  ?  Where  are  your  mannei-s. 
you  loafer  ?"  ''  ' 

Zene  had  been  under  the  training  of  old 
Pai-ks  so  long,  and  had  so  often  submitted  to 
his  bar  room  rules  and  regulations,  that  he 
obeyed,  gave  up  his  chair  to  the  stranger,  and 
threw  himself  carelessly  upon  the  bunk. 

« Pi-etty  cold,  rough  weather  for  the  time  of 
year,'*  said  Parks,  directing  his  convereation  to 
the  stranger. 

"Very  tedious  weather  t9  be  out  from 
home,"  was  the  reply. 

"  Then  you  don't  resi< 
elude  r 

"  No,  I  am  some  distance  from  home.'* 

*'  Was  you  ever  through  here  before  ?" 

"  Never." 

"How  fai-  are  you^  travelling  west,  sir?* 
mquu'ed  Parks. 


you  don't  reside  in  these  parts,  I  con- 
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"  Don't  know  exactly.    I  am  out  on  a  kind 
of  explonng  tour,  to  see  how  the  land  lies/' 

This  stranger  was  a  temperance  a^ent,  who 
for  many  yeai-s  had   been   employ^  by   the 
State  Temperance  Society,  but  wished  to  keep 
It  concealed  from  the  landlord.    He  was  in  the 
liabit  of  efltering  public  houses  and  other 
places  of  resort  incog.,  that  he  might  learn  the 
tncks  and  ai-ts  of  the  rum  traffic.    From  his 
appearance,  no  one  would  suspect  him  of  beinff 
a  tempei;aiice  man.    Much  of  his  life  had  been 
spent  m  mebriation.    His  face  still  retained  its 
ti-esh  brandy  color ;  and  his  general  appeaiv 
ance  of  hardness,  which  he  had  acquired  during 
his  courae  of  dissipation,  he  had  not  lost,  whici 
readdy  initiated  him  into  the  company  of  the 
dissolute,  without  awakening  any  suspicions 
tnat  he  was  a  successful  reformer,  or  even  a 
reformed  man. 

Very  soon  after  the  above  con veraation  be- 
tween the  stranger  and  Parks,  a  young  man 
entered  the  bar  room,  i      j       5     «u 

^  "Good  evening,  Mr.  Parks,''  said  the  young 

fl.r ?'''',?  ^^f"}^^^  ^''  Sherman  ;  walk  up  to 
the  fire,"  said  Parks,  placing  for  him  the  stool 
ot  a  broken  chair,  «  You  are  not  goinff  to  the 
temperance  meetmg,  I  hope." 

know^ W'   ^  '''^''  ^"^  *^  '"'^  P^^''«'  y^^ 

of  H^^w  T°?T  r?  ^^""^^'^  ^^^'^  ^  *^«  ^abit 
ot  It ,  but  I  didtft  know  but  vou  had  chancA^ 
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your  mind,  as  a  good  many  have.  They  are 
having  temperance  meetings  two  or  three  times 
a  week,  and  a  good  many  are  making  fools  of 
themselves  by  signing  the  pledge ;  and  I  didn't 
know  but  you  had.'' 

"  If  I  drink  a  brandy  sling,  will  that  con- 
vince you  that  I  am  no  fool  ?'' 

"Perfectly." 

"  Prepare  it  then  and  do  your  best." 

Parks  stepped  into  the  bar,  poured  out  the 
brandy,  and  while  mixing  the  ingredients  a 
gentleman  entered  the  bar  room,  of  low  stature, 
thick  set,  with  blue  eyes  and  heavy  whiskera, 
and  wrapped  up  in  a  drab  petersham  overcoat 
with  fur  collar  and  cuflfe,  who  said, — 

"Good  evening,  Mr.  Parks.  You  are  at 
your  old  trade  yet,  I  see.  Did  you  ever  read 
m  the  Bible,  '  Woe  unto  them  that  are  mighty  to 
*o  drink  win^  and  men  of  strength  to  mingle 
drang  drinli  V 

"  No !  You  are  always  meddling  with  other 
men's  matters,  and  lug  m  the  Bible  to  justify 
yourself." 

"If  I  do  nothing  worse  than  that,  I  shan't 
commit  a  veiy  great  sin." 

"You  wouldn't  if  you  told  the  truth.  But 
more  than  half  you  pretend  to  quote  from  the 
Bible  ain't  there.  I  tell  you,  Wainright,  your 
head  is  so  full  of  notions  about  retailing  liquor, 
which  you  have  picked  up  from  old  speeches 
and  temperance  almanacs,  and  you  have  harped 
upon  them  so  long,  that  you  really  think  they 
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are  in  the  Bible/'  said  Parks,  in  aomethincr  of 
an  angry  tone.  ^ 

«  But  you  don't  mean  to  say  thit  passage 

S  4"^^  ?T.  ^"^.^?^  ^  "^*  ^"  *he  feible  r 
asked  Wainnght,  smiling. 

"  Yes  I  do.  There  is  no  such  passage  be- 
-<yeen  the  hds  of  the  Bible.  And  the  ?ne  you 
quoted  the  other  day,  when  you  saw  old  Jim 
Nichols  lying  drunk  on  my  steps,  ain't  in  the 
Bible,  rephed  Pai-ks  with  a  triumphant  shake 
of  the  head. 

"What  passage  do  you  mean?  It  has 
escaped  my  memoiy." 

"That one  about  the  bottle.  «  Oarsed mhv 
bottle,  for  'Platting  thy  neighbor  to  thy  Imar 
rephed  Parks,  considerably  confused. 

"O,  yes,  Mr.  Parks;  you  are  right;  there  is 
no  such  passage  in  the  Bible.  The  passage 
which  I  quoted  was  this :  «  Woe  unto  him  tSt 
giveth  his  neighbor  drink,  that  puttest  thy 
bottle  to  him,  and  makest  him  drunken.'  That 
IS  m  the  Bible,  Mr.  Parks." 

it  il  n^t  ^  ^^^^^  *^  contradict  you,  sii-.    I  know 

Jf7!7  ^^^^  ^  >''^^  ^^  *^®  ^i^l^  J  t^at  will 
settle  the  question  at  once." 

thi  bIwL  """ '°  ^""^  *^^^  ^^""^  *^  ^^*  y^^  ^*^® 

T  ^®  Pi^le  came,  and  Wainright  turned  to 
IS.  V  22  and  read,  "  Woe  unto  them  that  are 
'mtghty  to  dnnh  wine,  and  men  of  strength  to 
mingle  strong  drink:    What  do  von  Lrr  to 
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that,  Mr.  Pai-ks  ?  Now  we  will  turn  to  Hab 
11.  16  :  »  Woe  unto  him  that  giveth  his  neigh- 
bor dnnk,  that  puttest  thy  bottle  to  him,  and 
makeBt  him  drunken.'  That  is  Bible,  and  pretty 
plain  Bible  too,  I  should  think,  Mr.  Parks  if 
1  were  in  the  business  you  are."  ' 

;*We;r  :  V'  ,n't  care  if  it  is  Bible— it  is  all 
pnestcrai  ,  ^y  way.  You  can  prove  any  thing 
from  the  Bible  you  please,"  replied  Favkt 
angnly.  ^  "» 

"Come,  Parks,  go  up  to  the  temperance 
meetmg  this  evening,"  said  Wainright,  walking 
towards  the  door.  ° 

"#  have  attended  temperance  meetings 
enough.  It  is  always  the  same  old  singso^ 
story—*  thirty  thousand  drunkards  die  annually 
and  rumsellei-s  are  murderei-s,' "  answered 
Parks,  sneeringly. 

"  Good  evening,  Mr.  Parks,"  said  Wainrieht, 
as  he  left  the  room.  ^ 

Young  Sherman  had  been  standing  all  this 
tune  by  the  bai-,  with  his  change  to  pay  for 
the  brandy  sling.  After  'Wainright  left  the 
room,  he  handed  it  to  Parks. 

"I  have  no  license  to  sell  liquor,"  he  said; 

but  I  can  sell  you  a  couple  of  crackers  for 
the  shilling,  and  throw  in  the  liquor." 

"No  Ucense!  What!  the  board  did  not 
refuse  you  license  ?''  inquired  Sherman. 

Yes,  they  did  refuse    Old  Blakely  after  so 
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i^vf'Jh^^  .^^  ^^^"^  ^^°^«^it  Wmself,  and 
gave  the  casting  vote  against  licenses."    ' 
Why  did  he  do  that  ?" 

nextTeir  .^nnH  ^""""'r'  *^  f  *^  *^^  legislature 
next  year ;  and  you  know  they  are  now  making 

a  dnve   o  get  the  Maine  law,  and  he  tSf 
that  will  be  the  popular  side."  ^ 

*a  think  sometimes,  Parks,  that  the  fanatics 
will  yet  carry  matters  so  far  that  we  shai^t 
be  allowed  to  smoke  cigars,  chew  toblcco  nor 
to  drink  coffee  or  tea."  ' 

'-0,  it's  coming  to  that  as  fast  as  it  can 

f  Z.  f^  '^'''  '*'^*  J^^^^*«  wouldn't  alC 

a  ^Z^.  '""'^"fl  ^'  ^  ^^^^  ^  l^^S  breath  on 
a  Sunday,  if  they  could  help  it. 

The  stranger,  who  had  been  quiet  all  this 

thSSng?"^  "  *'^^  ^-P^^--  --ting 
'at's  at  the  church,"  answered  Parks. 

-  NTnn  T  ""?  f  ^r^'"  '"^^  t^^  stranger."  • 
i>  o,  not  1.    1  have  been  abused  and  insulted 
enough  by  these  lazy,  idle  fellows,  that  go  about 
sow^  ig  the  seeds  of  discord." 
"Who  is  to  give  the  lecture  ?" 
"  It  s  a  young  sprig  of  the  law  from  Salem 
who  has  more  bulk  than  brains."  ' 

.    ^^^>  c<>?ie,  let  us  all  turn  out:  and  if  he 
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The  old  landlord,  being  very  much  elated 
with  the  idea  of  having  some  one  to  vindicate 
his  cause,  got  old  Zene  Huff,  Cale  Mortimer, 
and  old  Sam  Crowfoot  to  consent  to  go  up  and 
hear  the  stranger  give  the  fanatics  what  they 
had  long  deserved,  but  what  they  had  not  been 
able  to  procure  for  them  in  so  public  a  manner. 
As  they  started  from  the  bar  room  door,  the 
stranger  locked  into  the  arm  of  Parks  on  one 
side,  and  old  Mortimer  on  the  other,  while 
Zene  Huff  and  Sam  Crowfoot  followed  on 
behind  them.  They  entered,  and  were  seated 
in  one  of  the  front  slips.  It  was  not  long 
before  the  church  was  filled.  The  brilliant 
lamps  that  stood  upon  the  desk  and  were  sus- 
pended in  different  parts  of  the  room,  and  the 
bright  and  happy  faces  that  were  present, 
cast  a  charm  over  the  whole  scene  which  Parks 
and  his  customers  w^ere  not  used  to  witnessing. 

The  hour  having  arrived  for  the  meeting  to 
commence,  the  Rev.  John  Holyday,  pastor  of 
the  church,  arose  and  opened  with  a  short 
and  appropriate  prayer.  He  then  introduced 
to  the  audience  William  David,  Esq.,  who 
gave  a  very  truthful  and  appropriate  address. 
The  speaker  confined  himself  to  the  effects  of 
intemperance  on  our  nation.  He  spoke  of  the 
enormous  amount  of  money  expended  annually 
for  intoxicating  liquors — of  the  vast  amount 
it  costs  to  try  criminals  and  support  the  pau- 
pers made  by  this  trafiic — of  the  number  of 
statesmen  who  had  fallen  by  intemperance 
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of  the  great  amount  of  property  which  had  been 
destroyed  by  intoxicated  incendiaries — and 
closed  by  making  an  appeal  to  all  who  loved 
their  country  to  give  their  names  to  the  pledge, 
that  our  land  may  be  free  from  this  curse. 
The  address  was  a  very  good  one,  and  evidently 
took  hold  of  the  feelings  of  the  congregation. 

As  soon  as  Mr.  Davis  sat  down,  Mr.  Holyday 
took  the  floor.     For  the  benefit  of  the  reader, 
it  may  not  be  amiss  to  give  a  short  sketch  of 
his  ministerial  character.    He  had  been  settled 
in  the  town  of  Harwood  a  number  of  years, 
and  had  established  the  reputation  of  a  sound 
doctrinal  preacher.     With  the  question  of  re- 
forms he  never  meddled.     On  the  subject  of 
temperance  he  had  been  careful  not  to  express 
any  opinion.     He  told  his  parishioners,  when 
they  went  to  him  for  instruction  on  this  ques- 
tion, that  they  must  not  urge  him  to  commit 
himself,  for  the  reason  that  there  were  dif- 
ferences of  opinion  in  his  society.    "  One  man," 
he  said,  "is  engaged  in  retailing — one  owns 
and  rents  a  public  house — one  is  engaged  in 
distilling — three  or  four  raise  large  quantities 
of  rye  and  corn  for  the  distillery — and  a  great 
many  of  the  young  people  use  wine  at  their 
wedding  parties.     These  will  be  offended  with 
me  if  I  meddle  with  this  subject.    To  save  my 
influence  with  this  class,  I  think  it  not  pru- 
dent to  say  any  thing  about  it  one  way  or  the 
other."     This  was  the  first  time  he  had  shown 
himself  in  a  temperance  meeting  for  several 
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years,  and  the  reaaon  why  he  attended  on  this 
occasion  may  be  inferred  from  the  fact  that  on 
the  next  Wednesday  the  society  was  to  have 
its  annual  meeting,  at  which  time,  according 
to  a  notice  that  was  read  on  the  previous  Sal> 
bath,  a  resolution  would  be  offered  to  dismiss 
their  pastor.  This  move  he  knew  was  made 
by  the  temperance  portion  of  the  church,  and 
for  that  reason  he  thought  he  would  redeem 
the  time,  and  conciliate  the  "  radicals,"  aa  he 
called  them.  Every  year,  for  five  years  past, 
a  resolution  had  been  presented  at  the  annual 
meeting  for  his  dismission;  and  while  there 
was  a  gradual  increase  of  the  number  against 
him,  the  rum  power  had  thus  far  succeeded  in 
retaining  him  in  his  pastoral  office.  It  was  a 
common  saying  in  the  neighborhood,  that 
"  once  a  year^  on  the  last  Wednesday  of  No- 
vember, Parson  Holyday  would  have  a  large 
congregation,  rain  or  shine."  On  this  day 
there  was  more  electioneering  than  at  their 
annual  elections.  On  that  occasion  it  was 
common  for  Doty,  Parks,  Jenks,  and  all  the 
distillers  and  rum  dealers,  and  many  of  the 
rum  drinkers,  and  especially  all  the  young 
men  who  loved  wine,  to  be  on  hand  at  an  early 
hour  to  secure  every  vote  they  possibly  could 
for  old  pardon  Holyday.  They  all  loved  the 
man ;  "  he  was  such  a  good  man,  and  minded  his 
own  huavnsss  so  well'''  they  were  very  anxious 
to  retain  him  as  their  pastor. 

Parson  Holyday  spoke  as  follows  : 
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My  fhends,   temperance  is  a  good  thinir, 
m  the  abstract.     I  wish  to  be  considered  on  the 
side  of  the  cause.     But  it  appeare  to  me  that 
men  make  too  much  of  it.     There  is  danger  of 
dweUmg  upon  it  until  they  become  men  of  one 
idea,     Ther-  are  other  evils--suoh  as  Sabbath 
breaJcmg,   profanity,    gambling,   horse-racin^, 
betting  and  defrauding,  all  of  which  are  great 
evils;  and  why  should  we  single  out  intemper- 
ance, and  let  all  the  others  pass  unnoticed?   I 
am  very  sorry  to  have  any  thing  done  or  said 
that  wiU  injure  the  feeUngs  of  any-hither  the 
retajler  or  consumer.     I  am  well  acquainted 
with  the  men  in  this  village  who  keep  the 
pubhc  houses.     They  are  naturally  >i€  men, 
and  very  kind  neighbors.     I  am  very  sorry  to 
have  any  thing  said  that  will  reflect  upon 
them.    I  hai^ly  know  what  public  sentiment 
IS  m  this  community  on  thisquestion— if  I  did 
I  should  know  better  how  to  act.     I  never  like 
to  cross  a  bridge  before  I  get  to  it.     I  hope  the 
tnends  will  remember  there  is  danger  of  going 
loo  fast,  BXid.  in  this  way  put   back  the  cause 
My  advice,   therefore,   to  all,  is,  Be  prudent, 
move  cautiously,  and  try  and  Uve  in  peace  with 
all  men. 

Before  taking  his  seat,  he  said  others,  if  they 
wished,  might  speak.  .  ^ 

The  paraon  had  scarcely  seated  himself  be- 
tore  the  stranger  arose  and  embraced  the 
opportumty  offered.    He  cast  his  large  black 
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eyefl  over  the  audience,  for  a  moment,  and  then 
commenced  his  address: — 

"My  friends,   I  am  a  stranger  to  you  all. 
There  is   not  a  man  or  woman  in  this  house 
who  knows  me ;  and  I  am  glad  it  is  so.     I  am 
here,  and  occupy  this  floor,  because  I  promised 
my  friend  Parks  I  would  speak  for  his  benefit  if 
an  opportunity  should  be  given.    One  has  been 
offered,  and  I  feel  I  cannot  redeem  my  pledge 
without  embracing  it.    And  as  I  have  but  little 
time,  I  will   proceed  directly  to  the   subject, 
without  consuming  any  time  with  introductory 
remarks.     The  reverend  gentleman  (for  I  take 
him  to  be  such)    says   temperance   is  a  good 
thing  in  the  abstract.     Now,  I  hold,  and  teach, 
that  it  is  not  only  good  in  in  the  abstract,  but 
in  the  concrete  also.     It  is  not  only  good  tJieo- 
retically,  but  practically — not  only  good  to  hold 
and  believe  it  as  a  sentiment,  but  good  to  reduce 
it  to  practice.     It  would  not  only  be  good  for 
clergymen  to  believe  it,  but  very  good  to  preach 
it.     It  would  not  only  be  good  for  the  rum- 
seller  to   believe  it,    but  it   would   result  in 
great  good   to  him   and    the    community  to 
stop  this  traffic.     It  would  not  only  be  good  for 
drunkards  to  embrace  the   sentiment,  but  very 
good  for  them  and  their  families  to  act  upon  it, 
by  dashing  the  cup  of  death  from  their  lips. 
These  notions  about  abstractions  are  held  and 
talked  about  by  men  who  are  afraid  to  commit 
themselves.     Our  clerical  friend  seems  to  be 
much  alarmed  lest  we  become  men  of  owe  idea. 
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Well,  let  it  be  understood  that  temperance  men 
are  men  of  one  tV/eo— a  mighty  idea.     It  is  an 
Idea  so  large  that  common  minds  cannot  craap 
enough  of  It  to  become  interested  in  it      It  is 
an  idea  which  contains  the  following  startlinir 
facts :   *  Rumselling  costs  thig  country,  every 
ten  years,  twelve  hundred  millions  of  dollars 
It  occasions  the  loss  of  over  five  millions  of 
dollars  by  fire.     It  sends  over  one  hundred 
and  fifty  thousand  victims  to  the  poorhouse. 
It  makes  one  thousand  maniacs.    It  causes  one 
thousand  and  five  hundred  murders.    It  is  the 
occasion  of  two  thousand  suicides.     It  makes 
two  hundred  thousand  widows.     And  it  be- 
queaths to  the  cold  charity  of  the  world  five 
hundred  thousand  orphan  children.'   This  cer- 
tainly is  a  mighty  idea^^n  idea  quite  as  large 
as  the  largest  and  most  philanthropic  mind  cmi 
grasp.     As   Noah's  flood  rose  fifteen  cubits 
above  the   highest  mountains,   so  this   idea 
overtops  all  others. 

"The  reverend  gentleman  says  there  is  dan- 
ger of  going  too  fast— danger  of  crossing  the 
bridge  before  we  get  to  it.  It  is  possible  there 
IS  danger  of  going  too  fast ;  but  I  know  there  is 
great  danger  of  going  too  slow.  If  ministers 
^iCQ  too  slow  in  taking  hold  of  this  question, 
a^d  too  slow  m  sounding  the  alarm,  many  of 
the  young  men  of  their  charge  will  contract 
habits  which  will  ruin  them  for  time  and 
eternity.  If  parents  are  too  slow  in  embracing 
this  subject,   their  children  wiU  copy  their 
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example,  and  in  all  probability  become  intem- 
perate. Merchants  may  be  so  slow  in  throwing 
their  liquors  out  of  their  cellars  that  their  sons 
will  form  an  appetite  for  it,  and  become  confirm- 
ed inebriates.  Rumsellers  may  be  so  slow  in 
giving  up  the  business  as  to  ruin  and  murder 
half  the  families  in  the  neighborhood.  And 
drunkards  may  be  so  slow  in  giving  up  their 
cups  that  their  wives  will  die  broken  hearted, 
and  their  children  beg  for  bread.  So  you  see 
my  friends,  we  can  be  too  slow,  as  well  as  too 
fast;  and  we  see,  too,  that  it  is  just  as  bad  not 
to  'cross  the  bridge'  when  we  get  to  it,  as  it  is 
to  '  cross  it  before  we  get  to  it.' 

"The  reverend  gentleman  spoke  of  other  sins, 
such  a«  Sabbath  breaking,  profanity,  gambling, 
horse-racing,  and  betting.  Does  not  the  gentle- 
man know  these  are  all  branches  of  the  parent 
stock  ?  Does  he  not  know  that  these  are  the 
legitimate  offspring  of  the  rum  traffic  ?  Where 
is  it  that  the  Sabbath  is  recklessly  desecrated  ? 
In  the  grog  shop.  Where  do  we  hear  men 
blaspheme  the  name  of  God  in  every  sentence 
and  with  every  breath?  In  the  rum  shop. 
Where  is  gambling  carried  on  systematically  ? 
At  our  licensed  public  houses.  And  who  are 
they  that  engage  in  running  horses  and  betting? 
Men  who  love  strong  drink.  Talk  about  other 
vices---these  all  follow  rumselling  and  tippling 
as  ligitimately  as  one  link  follows  another  in  a 
chain.  When  we  wish  to  kill  a  serpent,  we 
aim  to  strike  his  head;  because,  if  we  kill  his 
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head,  his  body  dies.  So  with  these  view. 
Eumselhng  and  rum  drinking  may  be  cent- 
ered the  head  of  the  monster;  the  vices  men- 
tioned by  my  fnend  are  merely  the  ioints  in 
his  body.     Kill  his  head,  md  his  body  wiutl^ 

.il'J^f  gentleman  said  he  did  not  know  the 
state  of  public  sentiment;  if  he  did  he  would 
know  better  how  to  act.     I  received  the  im- 
pression from  his  remark  that  we  must  alwar. 
be  governed  by  public  sentiment.    It  maki» 
no  difference  with  me  what  public  sentiment 
f  T^^  question.     If  it  is  up  with  the  age. 
I  shall  try  to  keep  it  there,  a^d  advance  it^ 
I  can.     If  It  18  behind,  I  will  try,  by  mv  talk 
practice,  and  influence,  to  bring  it  up  where  it 
should  be.     If  Martin  Luthe^r  h  J  ^^^i^* 
taster  than  public  sentiment,  there  woiSd  have 
been  no  reformation.     If  our  Pilgrim  Fathers 

i™,M^''^°''t™^.''y  P"'''^«  sentiment,  we 
should  never  have  been  blessed  with  civil  and 
religious  mstitutions.  And  if  the  Son  of  God 
had  gone  no  faster  than  public  opinion,  there 
would  have  been  no  atonement,  no  reiAission 
of  our  sms  and  no  salvation.  It  is  the  duty 
01  every  citizen  to  espouse  this  cause,  whatever 
may  be  the  state  of  public  sentiment,  that  this 

«  m    ^"""""ge  may  be  stayed. 

"The  reverend  gentleman  said   'he  should 

fW  ''^  ^r^-^  ^V^  ^y  t^g  said  or  done 
that  would  iiy  ure  the  feelings  of  the  retailer  or 
consumer.'    Now,  I  confess,  my  friends,  that  I 
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have  no  such  tenderness.  Must  we  be  careful  not 
to  injure  the  feelings  of  the  rumseller,  who 
makes  it  his  business  to  injure  the  feelings  of 
others?  Shall  we  regard  the  feelings  of  that 
man  (pointing  to  Parks)  who  transforms  a  kind 
and  affectionate  husband  into  a  brute,  a  devil; 
and  sends  him  home  to  lacerate  and  abuse  his 
wife  and  innocent  children  ?  Shall  we  be  ten- 
der of  that  man's  feelings  who  will  not  regard 
the  tears,  cries,  and  sufferings  of  the  drunkards 
wife?  Shall  we  expend  our  sympathies  upon 
him  who  takes  the  last  copper  from  the  purse 
of  the  inebriate,  when  he  knows  his  children 
are  suffering  for  fuel  and  bread?  Shall  we 
extend  to  him  our  tender  regards,  while  he  is 
laying  heavy  and  unjust  burdens  of  taxation 
upon  the  community,  filling  our  jails  with 
criminals,  our  county  houses  with  paupers,  our 
graveyards  with  drunkards,  and  hell  with 
ruined  souls  ?  The  reverend  gentleman  may, 
but  I  cannot.  My  reason,  my  judgment,  and 
all  the  finer  feelings  of  my  soul  are  against 
such  men,  and  I  must  oppose  them  while  they 
continue  their  ruinous  business." 

As  soon  as  the  stranger  took  his  seat,  parson 
Holyday  announced  that  the  meeting  was 
closed.  It  was  not  strange  at  all  that  he 
wanted  it  closed,  for  the  severe  castigation 
from  the  lecturer  made  him  feel  anxious  to  get 
away  from  the  penetrating  eyes  of  his  parish- 
oners. 

The  stranger  took  the  arm  of  Parks  and  Huff, 
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and  left  the  house.  When  they  were  a  few 
paces  from  the  church,  he  looked  up  into  Park^ 
face, and  sjud  "Didn't  I  tell  you  ? Tm±> 
em  tome  if  I  had  a  chance  ?"  ^ 

To  this  sarcastic  question  no  reulv  wan  mn/lo 
and  they  all  walkelon  m  sUenceS  tevem 
After  Parks  had  stirred  the  embers,  laid  the 
brands  together  and  started  a  brisk  fire,  the 
stranger  said,  "Landlord,  I  guess  I  wiUr^tire* 
I  feel  somewhat  fatigued."  "^^^reure, 

"I  should  think  you  would,  to  make  such  a 
speech  as  you  did,"  repUed  P^s. 

,,^eech !     Why,  what  about  that  ?" 

w/Joj  about  It.    I  didt  core  so  much  about 
myself;  Icanbearit;  my  shoulders  are  bw^ 
But  to  see  that  man  so  abused,  who  a  Ws 
^ds  his  own  business,  is  more  thani  :4 
^{iJt^^F^^^  ""  8»  ™8ry  tone. 

What  do  you  mean  by  his  minding  his  own 
busmess,"  inquired  the  stomger. 

"Why,  I  mean  that  he  never  meddles  with 
pohtics  or  any  other  exciting  ques&n  m 
dways  preaches  the  gospel,  f  love  to^'thS 
to  church  occasionally,  for  when  Ae  preS 
I  am  sure  of  hearing  the  truth  C^ 
s^  there,  and  give  twenty  a  year  for  hIsTal! 

"Yes  you  give  him  the  twenty  dollars 
becav^^he  says  nothing  about  rum^seZ^ 

"  I  give  it  because  he  mmric  u;« i.   - 
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and  preaches  the  gospel,  and  lets  other  things 
alone/' 

"  WeU,  landlord,  I  think  I  will  retire ;  I 
guess  we  have  said  enough  on  this  question 
for  one  night." 

Parks  took  a  candle,  led  his  guest  up  stairs, 
and  gave  him  a  room  directly  over  the  bar 
room.  During  the  conversation  between  Parks 
and  the  stranger,  Cale  Mortimer,  Zene  Huff, 
and  Sam  Crowfoot  sat  demurely  by  the  fire, 
without  uttering  a  word.  When  the  stranger 
retired  they  were  there  still.  He  was  a  little 
anxious  to  know  how  they  received  his  talk 
at  the  church.  He  had  some  fears  lest  Parks 
should  excite  ^^^em  to  mob  him,  or  kill  his 
horse.  He  saw  xn  the  floor  a  stove-pipe  hole, 
to  which  he  carefully  put  his  ear  to  hear  what 
wa»  said  when  Parks  returned. 

"Well,  Cale,  what  did  you  think  of  the 
stranger's  talk  to-night?"  asked  Parks. 

"  Well,  pretty  hot,  I  thought;  but  no  hotter 
than  true,  I  guess." 

"Didn't  you  think  he  abused  the  parson 
most  rascally  ?" 

"  No,  can't  say  I  did.  Aboiit  all  old  Holy- 
day  cares  for  is  his  salary.  He  never  preaches 
against  anything  that  will  endanger  a  cent  of 
his  salary,"  replied  Cale. 

"Zene,  what  did  you  think  of  it?"  said 
Parks. 

"I  thought  he  hit  the  nail  on  the  head." 

"Do  you  swallow  such  abuse  as  that?    I 
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taught  you  was  a  man  that  always  went  for 
°j:?«J»"d  decency,"  continued  pX 

If  It  18  disorderly  and  indecent  to  tell  the  truth 
about  rum  selhng  and  rum  drmking.  then  <rf 

Well  really ;  you  are  coming  out    TouVo 
gettog  along  fa«t.     You're  goin|  to  join  „M 
Platfs  party,   and  be    a    full-blooded    ..w 
waterite,  eh?"  said  Parks.      ^''"^'^^    coW" 

h.,r  T  ^*'°'*  ^"T  y^*  '^^'^  party  I  shall  ioin  • 
but  I  have  made  up  my  mind  to^  leave  youw 
You  have  got  all  the  money  out  of  m»  ,, 
ever  will,"  replied  Zene,  in  a'^etermtneTtC 
«&m  how  did  you  feel  about  it°I>S 
you  thmk  the  old  lark  was  rather"  evere  on 
the  parson  ?"  again  asked  Parks.  " 

J.  will  give  you  my  opinion  soon  in  writina- » 
«ad  Crowfoot,  who  had  taken  a  pieceX^tEv 
and  a  pencil  from  his  pocket,  a^d  wa^?S 
engaged  in  writing.  No  one  in  tL  ,!f  1^ 
himself  had  the  leit  idea  what  he  ;:r:T  t* 
a  short  time  he  straightened  up   Id  saif 

'aox:^tri.^''-^-5opiis 

Crowfoot  then  read  the  following  •— 
We,   whose  names  are  herpS^  «r.r.««  j 
scJemnly  pledge  ourselves  that  we^^^caS' 
^1  ''t*'"'  ^'^°'  ^^'  "««  °f  BpirituoriX 

^a&e  w^'^r:,?^'^  '^''■''^^  sof^a"  w^ 
are  able,  we  will  discountenance  their  useTn 
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"  What  do  you  say  to  that,  Zene ;  will  you 
go  it?"  asked  Crowfoot. 

"  I  will,"  was  the  firm  reply. 

"  Will  you,  Mortimer  ?" 

"  Be  sure  I  will.  I  am  not  one  of  the  kind 
that  hangs  back." 

"  Walk  up  to  the  light,  then,  and  put  down 
yoiir  names  like  men,"  said  Crowfoot. 

They  deliberately  signed  their  names  to 
what  they  considered  a  declaration  of  indepen- 
dence ;  and  they  did  it  in  their  sober  mo- 
ments, for  they  had  drank  nothing  since  some 
time  in  the  afternoon.  Being  in  full  posses- 
sion of  their  reason,  they  signed  the  pledge 
with  a  clear  understanding  of  its  import  and 
the  obligations  it  imposed  upon  them. 

After  they  had  completed  the  work  and  re- 
sumed the  seats,  Parks  broke  out,  "  Well,  you 
have  cut  a  pretty  figure  now." 

"  In  what  way  ?"  asked  Crowfoot. 

"  Why,  in  signing  away  your  liberties,"  re- 
plied the  chagrined  liquor  dealer. 

"  Yes,  we  have  signed  away  our  liberty  to 
get  drunk,  abuse  our  wives,  and  starve  our 
children,"  said  Crowfoot. 

"And  I  guess  we  have  signed  away  yot«r 
liberty  too,  Mr.  Parks ;  that's  what  troubles 
you,"  added  Mortimer. 

"  My  liberty !  How  have  you  signed  away 
my  liberty  ?"  asked  Parks. 

*'  Yes,  your  liberty  to  take  from  us  our  earn* 
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"'^-  Tt  ^J^  "^  °°  equivalent  for  them  "* 
replied  Mortimer,  indignantly. 

♦.  ',ll^^"'.r"'  \  ^"^  *"  «««  "'en  ««ch  fools  as 
to  pledge  themselves  not  to  drink  cider,  win^ 

'''"  Th'  ^rt"^''.  '*"'^."°  °««'"  ^'id  P"rks.     ' 

•11    A      .    f  Slass  of  beer  that  old  Bill  Sco- 

jiUe  drank  at  your  bar  after  he  had  been  sober 

sllSr*'''^'''^'''^'^"^'' -•'«'' Z-. 

iV's^d'tSr*"  '^"°*'"  ^'^'''>-  ^*«' 
"Yes  and  the  last  drink  he  ever  had  was 
<  at  th,s  bar;  and  he  went  out  from  here  LI 
froze  to  death  that  very  night.  I  should  think 
you  would  p  ead  for  cider  drinking,"  added 
Woot  pomtmg-  his  finger  at  Parks. 

V/eil,  come  on  boys,  let  us  go  home  •   I 
guess  we  have  labored  long  enough  for  one     ' 
night  with  Mr  Parks.     I^t  him  slefp  over  ?t 
and  perhaps  he  will  wake  up  in  his  right 
mind  to-morrow  morning,"  said  Mortimer  as 
they  walked  out  of  the  room 

Parks  stirred  up  the  fire,  and  sat  down  to 
commune  a  while  with  himself  First  his 
thoughts  ran  upon  the  stranger's  speech. 

-1.,  ^"VuT""^',^^  *'»°"g'»''  "to  P'wwn  Holy- 
day!  What  a  shame!  Such  a  good  man- 
m  qwet ;  who  always  minds  his  own  business' 
How  wickedly  he  attacked  my  business !  driv' 
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ing  my  customers  from  me ;  three  already  goixQ, 
and  no  telling  how  many  more  will  follow 
through   Crowfoot's  influence.     Let  me    see; 
three  gone — they  have  averaged  three  shillings 
each  a  day,  at  my  bar,   for  the  last  two  years. 
Let  me  see ;  that  would  be  twenty-one  shillings 
a  week  apiece.     Three  times  twenty-one  is  six- 
ty-three shillings  a  week,  which  is — let  me  see 
— four  times  three  are  twelve,  and  four  times 
six  are  twenty-four,  and  one  is  twenty-five — 
two  hundred  and  fifty-two  shillings ;   which  is 
thirty-one — no,   yes,   I   pm  right — thirty-one 
dollars  and  a  half  a  month.     And  let  me  see ; 
thirteen  lunar  n^onths  in  a  year,  thirteen  times 
thirty  one  and  a  half  is — ^is — four  hundred  and 
nine  and  a  half, — ^yes,  I  am  right, — four  hau- 
dred  and  nine  dollars  and  fifty  cents  a  year. 
All  this  I  am  to  lose  just  on  account  of  the 
fanaticism  of  that  old  fool.     Well,  I  must  begin 
to  curtail  my  expenses.     John  must  come  home 
from  college,  and  Susan  must  stop  her  music 
lessons  right  ofi*;  and  there  is  that  piano,  I  can't 
pay  for  that.     If  my  customers  hadn't  left  me, 
I  could.     I  must  live  more  within  my  means, 
must  have  less  hired  help,  and  my  wife   and 
daughter  must  get  along  with  less  dresses; 
there's  no  help  for  it.     All  this  is  in  conse- 
quence of  these  ^  radicals,'  as  parson  Holyday 
calls  them ;  hotheads,  contemptible  fanatics, 
who  ought  to  be   shut  up  in  the  madhouse. 
And  Sam  Crowfoot  had  the  impudence  to  twit 
me  of  giving  old  Bill  Scoville  his  last  drink 
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just  before  he  went  out  and  froze  to  death.    I 
ought  to  have  knocked  him  down.     I  have 

dmjJedT^  "*  *'"'*'  •*  ''  time  it  was 

.f"^^^  ^b^^'  '^*i'  ."'"■"y  other  broken  trains 
of  thought  paased  through  the  unhappy  man's 

Z^r'.H.  ^f  ^T  '"  ''.  ^^'y  i»-humo«d  state 
After  attending  to  various  little  duties  about 
the  house  such  as  raking  up  the  fire,  driving 
old  Growler  from  under  the  bunk  to  try  thf 
mghtair,and  bolting  the  door,   he  retired  to 

«hl^t^  be  so  inquisitive,  wife ;  I'll  tell  you 

fmpftientir'  ''"^'"  '''''''  ^^^'' 

He  was  a  man  who  never  suffered  his  wife  to 

^Zl  '^{**'^^  *'^"*  ^''  ''"«^«««-  He  often 
toldherthatitwasquiteenoughforhertounder- 
^if%  °r  Wropnate  duties  about  her 
part  ol  the  house,  without  meddling  with  his 

wffeT/^f  °^  *^*  •''r  "f  '"^^  ^ho  desire  a 
wife  more  for  a  slave  than  a  companion.     The 

snarling  and  impatient  manner  of  his  replv 
satisfied  her  thathe  was  not  in  a  very  pleS 
m«,d  and  she  thought  it  best  to  reltsZ 
and  let  him  sleep  away  the   dark  clouds  that 

^.f^i'   Pl'f^  of  the  three  customers;  thefour 
would  go;  that  John  must  leave  college,  and 
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Susan  stop  music  lessons,  troubled  him ;  and 
the  thought  that  his  neighbors  should  consider 
him  the  murderer  of  old  Bill  Scoville  troubled 
him  more  than  all  the  rest.  These  things,  in 
rapid  succession,  came  into  the  poor  man's 
mind,  which  so  fired  up  his  conscience  that  he 
could  not  sleep. 

As  soon  as  the  mornhig  light  found  its  way 
into  his  apartment,  he  arose  and  went  about 
his  morning  duties.  Very  soon  the  stranger 
made  his  appearance  in  the  bar  room,  pleas- 
antly remarking,  "Not  quite  so  cold  this 
morning,  I  think." 

"  Don't  know ;  haven't  been  out,"  grumbled 
Parks. 

"  Landlord,  what  is  my  bill  ?"  inquired  the 
stranger. 

"  Let  me  see;  you  had  your  lodging,  supper 
and  horsekeeping.  It  is  four  shillings.  I  ought 
to  charge  you  four  dollars." 

"  Why  so  ?" 

"  For  your  abuse  to  parson  Holyday." 

"You  may  bring  up  my  horse,  if  you  please; 
I  have  some  distance  to  ride  to-day." 

The  horse  was  brought,  mounted,  and  started 
off  on  a  brisk  trot,  rapidly  bearing  away  the 
stranger  from  the  door  of  Parks's  tavern,  never 
to  be  seen  again  by  him  till  the  "  dome  of  these 
lower  heavens  is  dissolved.''  As  he  was  pass- 
ing a  poor-looking  hovel,  half  a  mile  from  the 
tavern,  some  one  called  out, "  Halloo !  stranger." 
It  was  Samuel  Crowf^t.     The  stranger  recog- 
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nized  him,  reined  his  horae  up  to  the  fence  and 
said,  "Good  morning, Mr.  Crowfoot"        ' 

Goodmommg,my  friend,"  replied  Grow 
f^    u  ?  """"?*  f««l  thankful  enough  to^^' 

been  a  poor  creature.     I  was  once  respected 
My  father  was  a  man  who  stood  hTT^aTd 
held  several  high  offices  in  the  state.     He  Zt 
me  a  good  education,   and,  when  I  stafffi 

mST^e^^of  TlZ^'r  '^^-     '' 
had  fifteen  hu^d".:^  ill^mt'^^S 
A  better  woman  never  lived  •  but  ri  jT     t 
have  abused  her !     The  m^ne^  which  M  to 

mena,  you— -     The  poor  man  was  so  ovpr 

re\':S""V"*'^"^'J^    ^ft«"a°hort 
ume  ne  added,    "You  don't  know  anvthino- 

into  a  lamily     For  days  my  poor  wife  hL 
been  without  bread,   and  often  my  Children 

have  been  obliged  to  eo -"    jiL  '^''"5 

here  again  overcame  hfr^fterhi«7°r''°* 

-bsided a  little,  he  adde";  "%chadJrSf: 

Z  ti'^  *^  =1*»  bed  suppS?-      ^"'" 

facf  in  hif  hi!?  *^%  ^°*"'"'^>  ^'  ^^^  his 
lace  in  his  hands  and  wept  aloud. 
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"  I  do  know  all  about  your  feelings  and 
situation.  An  expeiience  of  fifteen  veaiB  has 
taught  me  all  about  it.  I  know,  Mr.  Crowfoot, 
all  about  the  deceptive  tricks  of  rumsellei-s  to 
get  your  money.  I  know  ail  about  the  suffer- 
mgs  of  the  drunkard's  wife  and  family,  for 
I  have  seen  it  all  at  home.  And  I  know  all 
about  your  feelings  this  morning.  You  fear 
and  tremble  lest  you  will  violate  your  pledge. 
But  fear  not ;  take  courage,  put  your  trust  in 
God,  and  go  foward.  And  now,  hear  what  a 
fiiend  has  to  say.  Never  go  near  one  of  those 
rumshops,  and  don't  associate  with  men  who 
go  there ;  have  nothing  to  do  with  men  who 
use  liquor  in  any  degree  ;  spend  your  evenings 
at  home  with  your  wife  and  children ;  save 
your  earnings  for  the  comfort  of  your  family. 
And  do  all  you  can  to  get  others  to  sign  the 
pledge.  Hold  frequent  meetings,  and  tell  your 
experience  to  strengthen  and  encourage  each 
other,"  remarked  the  stranger,  with  much 
feeling  and  emphasis. 

During  this  converaation  a  little  white-headed 
boy  stood  by  his  father,  who  learned,  from 
what  he  heard,  that  the  etanger  was  the  gentle- 
man who  got  his  father  to  sign  the  pledge. 
He  ran  up  to  the  door  and  cried  out,  "Mother  ! 
mother !  don't  you  want  to  see  the  man  who 
got  father  to  sign  the  pledge?" 

His  mother  came  to  the  door,  when  the 
stranger  remarked  as  he  bowed  to  her,  "Good 
monung,  Mi*s.  Crowfoot.'* 
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«  Good  morning,  sir,''  replied  the  lady,  veiT 
pleasantly.  "^        •' 

"  Wife,  this  is  the  stranger  who  lectured 
Jast  night,  that  I  have  told  you  so  much  about,*' 
said  Crowfoot. 

"  I  am  very  glad  to  see  you,  sir.  I  want  to 
express  ten  thousand  thanks  for  the  blessings 
vou  have  been  instrumental  in  bringing  to  our 
lowljr  hovel.  It  is  impossible,  sir,  for  me  to 
describe  Hiy  feelings.  I  feel  as  if  a  mountain 
liad  been  lifted  from  my  poor,  bleeding  heart. 

^^?.?T^i  1  °^  *^  ^®^^^^  yo«  foi*  your  kindness 
and  faithfulness  ;  but  there  is  One  who  has, 
and  I  trust  He  will  do  it." 

While  Mrs.  Crowfoot  stood  talking,  the  tears 
coursed  freely  down  her  faded  and  careworn 
cheeks.  After  recovering  a  little  from  her 
deep  emotions,  she  added,  « I  trust  we  shall 
again  be  a  happy  family.  We  have  already 
commenced  anticipating  a  bright  and  happy 
future,  by  making  calculations  how  we  shall 
appropriate  our  little  earnings." 

•"i^i?.f  T!  *^  ^^^®  ^  ^®w  coat  and  trowse's," 
said  little  Thomas. 

"And  Vm  goin'  to  have  a  new  calico  dress," 
chimed  m  little  Emily.  ' 

i^^^/yf' ^^^^^^'^°'  y^^  should  be  still  when 

older  folks  are  talking,"  said  Mi«s.  Crowfoot. 

Have  you  any  objection  to  giving  me  your 

Ciwfoo     ^""^^  ''^''^  ^^^''^^     inquired  Mr. 
"  None  at  all,"  replied  the  stranger.    "  My 
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Mam^fe  William  Mason.    I  reside  in  Kalama- 
zoo,  Michigan." 

After  Mr.^Crowfoot  had  pencilled  it  down 
on  a^piece  of  paper,  Mr.  Mason  took  him  by 
the  hand,  and  uttered  comfoi-ting  words  to  him 
and  his  companion;  gave  them  a  parting  bless- 
ing, and  left  with  the  impression  that  he  would 
never  see  them  again  in  these  tabernacles  of 
flesh  Mre.  Crowfoot  stood  and  watched  him 
until  a  short  tm-n  in  the  road  hid  him  forever 
from  her  sight. 

Mortimer  went  home  from  Parks's  tavern 
that  mght  sober,  for  the  first  time  in  several 
years,  He  foi^d  his  wife  up,  as  usual,  sitting 
by  her  stend  at  work.  As  he  entered  the  room, 
she  eyed  him  closely,  for  there  was  something 
unusual  about  his  appearance 

cilTi'dZ  "'"•"  "^^  ^''^'^'''  ^ '"'' 

« Jii^'  ^^  '  ^  ^^  ^^^  ®^^^  J  ^  ^a^e  not  felt  so 
well  m  five  years  I  have  signed  the  pledge." 
No  words  could  have  been  selected  from  the 
-English  language  that  would .  have  conveyed 
such  unspeakable  joy  to  her  heart.  It  was 
hke  a  sudden  transit  fi'om  the  cold  storms  of 
winter  to  the  warm  and  genial  sunbeams  of 
summer.    She  dropped  her  work,  threw  her 

aLTd*'"''''*'  °®''^'  ^^^  ^'"^^  *^^  ^®P* 

"  O  my  husband,  God    grant  that  you  may 
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have  grace  to  keep  your  good  resolution  ?"  she 
exclaimed,  with  deep  emotion ;  and  then  pray- 
ed, "0  my  Father  in  heaven,  I  thank  thee  for 
hearing  the  prayer  of  thine  unworthy  hand- 
maiden, in  returning  my  poor  husband  to  me 
once  more,  sober,  and  m  his  light  mind.  O, 
what  shall  I  render  unto  thee  for  this  unspeak- 
able gift  ?  O  Lord,  let  thy  blessing  rest  upon 
him,  that  he  may  keep  his  pledge,  that  peace 
and  happiness  may  once  more  return  to  our 
dark,  destitute,  and  desolate  dwelling.  0  God, 
do  hear ;  O  my  God,  do  have  mercy,  and  bless 
my  dear  companion  in  this  attempt  to  break 
away  from  the  destroyer !" 

Mrs.  Mortimers  heai't  was  too  full  to  utter 
another  word,  and  she  literally  bathed  his 
neck  with  her  teai-s  The  effect  upon  him  was 
salutary.  It  broke  his  hard  heart  to  contrition, 
He  threw  himself  across  the  bed,  and  wept 
like  a  child.  Mrs.  Mortimer  had  often  wept 
on  account  of  her  husband's  dissipation,  but 
they  were  teai-s  of  grief,  of  bitterness,  wrung 
out  by  a  sense  of  hai-sh  treatment  and  cold  ne- 
glect.   Her  teara  on  this  occasion  were  teai-s  of 

joy. 

The  children,  though  asleep   when  their 
father  came  in,  were  aroused  by  the  prayer  of 

« if  ^V°^^*^®^'-    ^i^lia^»  the  youngest,  said, 

Mother,  what  makes  father  and  you  cry  so 

say  mother  T  '' 

"Your  father  has  signed  the  pled^e,^'  she 
replied,  ^     ^  ' 
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"Won't    he     drink    any    more    whiskey 
mother  ?"  asked  the  boy. 

"No,  my  child." 

"  Will  he  be  like  Mr.  Johnson  ?  When  he 
comes  home,  now,  will  he  take  me  on  his  lap 
and  give  me  candy,  as  Mr.  Johnson  d®es  his, 
little  boy !"  inquired  the  artless  child. 

These  simple  yet  touching  questions  broke 
up  anew  the  great  deep  of  Mr.  Mortimer's 
feelings.  He  sj^^xung  upon  his  feet,  grasped 
the  child  from  his  couch,  pressed  him  to  his 
bosom,  and  wildly  exclaimed,  "  O  God,  forgive 
nae  for  all  my  neglect  and  abuse  to  my  dear 
children !  May  God  help  me  to  be  a  father  to 
,  you  mdeed,  ihj  boy !" 
^  By  this  time  Mary  and  Henry  had  come 
from  their  apartments,  anxious  to  know  the 
cause  of  the  excitement  and  tears.  When 
they  were  informed  of  what  had  taken  place, 
their  teal's  flowed  freely,  and  their  hearts 
leaped  for  joy. 

After  the  fii-st  expression  of  joyous  feeling 
had  passed  off,  in  the  form  of  prayei-s  and 
teara,  a  little  circle  was  formed  about  the 
small  fire  that  was  burning  on  the  hearth. 
Mr  and  Mi-s.  Mortimer  sat  close  together ; 
js  _^illie  was  on  his  father's  knee,  Mary 
stood  by  the  side  of  her  mother,  and  Henry 
sat  (m  a  little  stool  by  the  side  of  his  father. 

'Husband,  what  induced  you  to  sign  the 
pledge  r  inquired  Mrs.  Mortimer. 

"A  stranger— I  know  not  who  he  was— 
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put  up  at  Parks's,  and  said,  if  we  would  all  go 
up  to  the  temperance  meeting,  he  would  give 
them  some,  if  he  got  a  chance.  We  thought  he 
meant  to  talk  against  temperance  men ;  but 
instead  of  that,  he  poured  out  the  truth 
powerfully  upon  all  rumsellers  and  rum  drink- 
ers. I  never  felt  so  ashamed  in  my  life.  I 
thought  every  word  he  said  was  for  me;  and 
I  dare  not  look  up,  for  I  thought  every 
body  in  the  house  must  be  looking  at  me. 
And  the  way  he  gave  it  to  old  parson  Holyday 
couldn't  be  beat.  I  guess  the  old  man  won't 
sit  straddle  the  fence  any  longer." 

"  Was  Parks  there?"  asked  Mrs.  Mortimer 
"  Yes,  he  was  there  and  heard  it  all ;   and  I 
thought,  by  the  way  he  looked,  h^fett  it  too  " 
"  Did  you  sign  the  pledge  at  the  church  ?" 
**No.     After  we  went  back  to  Parks's,  Crow- 
foot drew  up  a  pledge,  and  signed  it,  and  asked 
Zene  Huff  and  myself  to  do  the  same;  and  we 
did,  right  before  old  Parks." 
What  did  he  say?" 

^  He  said  we  were  fools  to  sign   away  our 
liberty  to  drink  wine,  beer,  and  cider.    And 
Crowfoot  toJd  him  he  ought  to  plead  for  cider 
drinking,  since  it  had  such  good  effect  on  old 
Bill  Scoville. 
"He  did?     What  did  he  say  to  that?" 
"He  couldn't  say  much  to  it.     He  wilted 
pretty  quick." 

"Well,  my  husband,  I  am  rejoiced  that  you 
have  made  up  your  mind  to  break  off  drinking. 
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We  were  once  happy,  and  can  be  again. 
Rum  is  the  only  thing  that  has  ever  cast  a 
dark  cloud  over  our  family ;  and  if  it  is  in  en- 
tirely put  a^vay,  I  can  see  no  reason  why  we 
may  not  again  be  happy,  and  have  all  the 
necessaries  of  life,  if  not  the  luxuries." 

Little  Willie,  to  express  his  deep  interest  in 
the  matter,  put  one  arm  around  his  father's 
neck,  and  tenderly  [rubbed  his  cheek  with  the 
other  hand,  and  said.  "  Father,  if  you  don't 
drink  any  more,  I  can  have  some  shoes;  can't 
I  father  f 

"  I  hope  so,  my  child,"  replied  the  father, 
with  much  feeling. 

"  And  I  can  have  some  new  clothes,  and  a 
new  book,  and  can  go  to  school,"  said  little 
Mary,  as  she  brushed  back  her  curls. 

"And  the  childern  won't  point  at  us  any  more, 
and  say,^  Your  father  is  a  drunkard ;'  will  they, 
father  ?"  asked  Henry. 

These  touching  questions  entirely  overcome 
Mr.  Mortimer.  He  inclined  forward,  put  his 
hands  to  his  face,  and  wept  bitterly. 

Next  morning,  Mrs.  Mortimer  rose  with  a 
heart  as  light  as  the  air  she  breathed.  She 
went  about  her  household  duties  feeling  that 
a  new  star  had  appeared  in  her  horizon,  which 
she  hailed  as  thejharbinger  of  a  brighter  day. 
When  breakfast  was  ready,  the  family  was 
gathered,  each  wearing  a  bright  and  happy  face 
as  they  took  their  seats  at  the  table.  Mr. 
Mortimer  cast  his  eye  over  the  table,  and 
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seeing  nothing  but  some  baked  potatoes,  corn 
bread,  and  crust  coffee,  he  inquired, «  My  dear 

wifeisthisallthehouseaffonisforourcomtortr 
.,  yJu  u  \  T  ^'■"'^'  """t  ^*  a  kind  and 
re^ed  '     '^""''^^^  *®'"  luxuries,"  she 

"  ?' „'»°T,  «™el  is  the  rumseller,  to  rob  a  poor 
mans  family  of  the  comforts  of  life,  by  taking 
advantage  of  his  appetite!"  said  Mr.  Mortimer 
He  seemed  now,  for  the  first  time,  to  wake 
up  to  a  sense  of  the  great  evils  he  had  brought 
upon  his  inocent  wife  and  childem  by  his  ling 
,  course  of  mebnation.     The  scales  had  fallen 
from  his  eyes,  and  he  saw  most  clearly  the 
poverty,  the  deep  degradation,  and  wretchedness 
he  had  mflicted  upon  his  children 

Breakfast  was  over,  and  Mr.   Mortimer  had 
gone  to  his  work     He  was  a  mason  by  tradt 

Mrs  Mortimer  as  usuaJ,  at  her  work,  but  not 
with  the  same  downcast  look  and  heavy  heart. 
The  children  spentthe  day  in  conversing  about 
new  frocks,  new  shoes,  new  hats,  and  new  books. 
a,nd  going  to  school ;  and  what  afforded  thei^ 
little  hearte  more  joy  than  all  the  rest,  the 
chool  children  wouldn't  point  atthem,  and  say, 
filT  -^""^  r  «  drunkard."  It  'was  the 
iirst  happy,  unclouded  day  that  had  ever  passed 

ir„t''r  wt"'"!.?."""«  *«'r  remembS 
About  dark  the  children  gathered  around  the 

the  window  to  watch  the  coming  of  tlieit-  father. 

iftis,  too,  was  something  new  in  the  iiistoryof 
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their  recollections.  Before,  they  dreaded  his 
approach,  because  he  always  came  intoxicated 
and  cruelly  beat  them. 

"There,  father's  coming  !  He  hasn't  been 
to  Parks  s ;  I  know  he  hasn't !  O,  aint  you 
glad  mother  ?"  said  Mary. 

As  he  opened  the  door,  his  wife  fondly  em- 
braced him,  and  his  overjoyed  children  gath- 
ered around  him,  pulled  down  his  face,  and 
kissed  him;  and  if,  indeed,  "actions  speak 
louder  than  words,"  he  had  abundant  evidence 
that  they  were  all  inexpressibly  happy  to  see 
him  return  home  sober.  He  put  into  his  wife's 
hand  twelve  shillings,  the  amount  of  his  day's 
work,  saying,'  "Old  Parks  didn't  get  this 
Ma^e  use  of  it  as  you  think  best  for  the  com- 
fort of  the  family." 

From  this  time  the  Mortimer  family  began 
to  thrive.  In  a  few  months  their  dwelling 
was  made  comfortable ;  out  of  their  earnings 
they  bought  a  cow,  and  procured  every  neces- 
sary of  life.  So  it  was  with  HuflP's  and  Crow- 
foots  families.  They  all  adhered  to  their 
pledge ;  and  what  they  told  Parks  that  night, 
that  he  would  get  no  more  of  their  money," 
happily  proved  true. 
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CHAPTER    IX. 

THE  CHANGE. 

"  T*®*Pi.^***  *!***  ^^^  ^»''<^  changes  ;  did  it  keen 
A  stable,  changeless  course,  'twere  cause  to  weep." 

DoTY^s  dream  produced  a  wonderful  effect  upon 
both  mind  and  body,  from   which  he  did  not 
recover  m  some  weeks.     The   dreadful   ap- 
peraiice  of  old  Sim  Bailey,  clothed  with  ^ar- 
ments  woven  with  serpents  of  fire,  and  the 
Til?  "  ^^Cf  se;  written  in  blood  on  the  front 
ofthebla<jk  cloud,  made  a  deep  impression 
upon  his  mmd,  which  he  said  he   never  could 
lorget.     Several  weeks  after,  he  could  still  feel 
the  grasp  of  the  skeleton's  long,  bony  fingers. 
,   These  things  so  far  subdued  him  that  he  was 
ma  suitable  frame  of  mind  te  hear  what  his 
wife  had  to  say  to  him  about  the  evils  of  rum- 
selling.     She  faithfully  reminded  him  of  the 
dreadful  effects  of  the  trafiic  in  their  neighbor- 
hood  which  had  fallen  under  his  own  observa- 
tion.    She  spoke  of  Mr.  Simon's  death  in  con- 
sequence of  the  liquor  he  furnished.     She  re- 
minded him  of  old  Sim  Bailey,  whom  he  saw 
m  his  dream,  who  took  his  last  dram  at  his  bar 
and  which  caused  his  death.  She  pointed  him  to 
old  Keuben  Jones,  who  went  home  from  his 
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bar  intoxicated,  whipped  his  wife,  and  struck 
his  little  boy  with  such  violence  as  to  cause  his 
death.     She  asked  him  if  he  remembered  How- 
land's  fall,  the  poverty  of  his  family,  and  old 
bam  Gilmore,  who  started  to  go  home  one  night 
intoxicated,  fell  down  the  bank,  and  was  found 
the  next  day  half  eaten  up  by  dogs.     She  told 
him  ot  ii.b  Armstrong,  who,   under  the  influ- 
ence of  liquor  from  his   bar,  ran  his  horses 
overturned  his  wagon,  and  killed  his  little  boy! 
bhe  also  reminded  him  of  Phil  Giles,  who  went 
home  in  a  fit  of  intoxication,  carefully  set  fire 
to  his  house,  and  burned  up  two  small  chil- 
ren. 

"  0,  well,  wife,  you  have  said  enough,"  inter- 
rupted Doty;  '^  I  am  convinced  it  is  bad  busi- 
ness.' 

"  Yes,  it  is  attended  with  evil,    only  evil 
and  that  continually,"  continued  Mrs.  Doty.    ' 

"  Well,  wife,  what  would  you  have  me  do?" 

"  Do !  Why,  I  would  have  you  stop  the 
business  at  once." 

"  Yes,  but  my  buildings,  you  know,  which  I 
have  been  fitting  up  for  the  business,  and 
cost  me  agood  deal  of  money;  aH  this  will  be  lost." 
Very  well ;  let  it  be  lost.  I  had  rather 
have  the  consciousness  of  doing  right  than  all 
the  n.  ney  we  have  ever  made  in  this  business." 

'  And  there  are  my  liquors.  They  cost  me 
about  a  hundred  dollars.  What  am  I  to  do 
with  them?  I  know  of  no  one  to  take  them 
off  my  hands." 
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"  I  hope  you  won't  think  of  selling  them  to 
any  one.  There  has  been  misery  and  wretched- 
ness enough  caused  by  liquor  from  our  cellar." 

"  Well,  what  in  the  name  of  sense  would 
you  have  me  do  with  them?" 

"I  would  have  you  pour  them  on  the 
ground,  or  bum  them." 

"  Bum  my  property !  Throw  on  the  ground 
and  waste  that  which  cost  me  one  hundred 
dollars  !     Woman,  you  must  be  getting  crazy  I" 

"  If  it  is  something  which  does  no  one  any 
good,  but  injury,  why  not  destroy  it,  if  it  did 
cost  you  money  ?  Suppose  some  one  should 
buy  a  dozen  rattlesnakes,  and  throw  them  into 
our  yard,  and  they  should  bite  our  children ; 
would  you  hesitate  to  kill  them  because  he 
paid  his  money  for  them  ?  I  think  you  would 
not  regard  his  plea  for  a  moment.  You  would 
tell  him,  if  he  was  fool  enough  to  pay  out  his 
money  for  snakes,  he  ought  to  lose  it.  And 
that  is  just  what  I  think  in  this  case." 

"Wife,  you  are  getting  eloquent;  you 
wouldn't  make  a  bad  temperance  lecturer. 
You  had  better  start  out  with  the  ^radicals,'  as 
parson  Holyday  calls  them." 

"And  besides  all  this,  Mr.  Doty,  you  know 
you  are  far  advanced  in  life,  which  is  another 
very  weighty  reason  why  you  should  change 
your  course  of  conduct.  The  bar  room,  with 
its  evil  associations,  is  not  a  very  good  place 
to  prepare  for  another  world." 
"I  guess  you'd  better  wait  until  I  talk  of 
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leaving  this  before  you  get  on   such  a  pious 
strain,   said  Doty,  with  much  impatience. 

You  know,  Mr.  Doty,  that  you  are  aged 
!wi<l  infirm,  and  have  spent  your  life  in  this 
lousiness.  And  if  you  ever  think  of  reforming, 
Jt  IS  time  you  turned  your  attention  to  the 
thmgs  of  eternity.'* 

"  I  tell  you,  wife,   I  have  heard  enough  of 
your  moralizing." 

Mrs.  Doty,  seeing  it  was  useless  to  talk  longer 
with  him,  withdrew  from  the  room,  and  left 
him  to  his  own  reflections.  His  mind  carefully 
ran  over  the  cases  which  she  had  mentioned. 
He  thought  of  the  evils  of  his  traffic  in  liquor 
since  he  commenced;  the  untold  injuries  he 
had  inflicted  on  many  families;  the  sin  of 
wholesahng  as  well  as  of  retailing ;  that  he 
was  aji  old  man,  and,  if  he  ever  reformed,  he 
must  begin  soon ;  the  loss  of  the  hundred 
dollars,  and  many  other  things  which  his 
awakened  conscience  brought  to  memory. 

When  his  wife  returned,  he  said,  "  Wife  I 
have  been  thinking  this  matter  ov.r  since  you 
have  been  out,  and  have  come  to  the  conclu- 
sion to  destroy  my  liquor."      '  . 

"T  rejoice  at  that,"  replied  Mrs.  Doty"  I 
think  you  will  never  regret  it."  ^ 

I  w  n^*  l^f.^^,  ^'^®  ^  Sreat  sacrifice  to  make.-* 

Well,  Abijah,  one  ought  to  be  willing  to 

make  sacrifices  for  the  good  of  others.    And 

besides   you  know  you  have  no  license,  and 

no  nght  to  sell  it;  and  I  think  you  never  will 
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have  again.  Temperance  principles  are  pre- 
vailing, and  I  presume  we  shall  soon  have  the 
Maine  law." 

"0  fiddlesticks !  Who  cares  for  your  Maine 
law?  That  is  what  you  never  will  get:  it's 
all  moonshine." 

''It  is  strange  you  can  think  so,  Mr. 
Doty,  when  petitions  are  going  into  the  legis- 
lature from  all  parts  of  the  state,  and  nearly 
every  paper  in  the  land  advocates  the  prin- 
ciple." ^ 

"  Well,  I  don't  care  for  all  that ;  there  is  *so 
much  capital  invested  in  the  manufacture  and 
sale  of  hquors  in  the  city  of  New  York,  that 
the  people  of  this  state  can  never  get  such  a  law." 

"Well,  be  that  as  it  may;  one  thing  is 
certam— the  towns  can  prohibit  license,  as 
they  have  done  in  this,  which  is  the  same 
thing  to  you.'' 

''So  far  as  that  is  concerned,  I  could  manage 
that.  I  could  sell  two  crackers  for  six-pence, 
and  throw  in  the  liquor." 

"  But  do  you  think  that  would  be  right  ?  I 
thought  you  was  a  great  advocate  for  the 
observance  of  law.  I  have  heard  you  argue 
for  hours  in  favor  ol  the  fugitive  slave  law. 
I  have  heard  you  say,  repeatedly,  that  all  who 
retuse  to  obey  it  are  enemies  to  their  country, 
and,  m  effect,  guilty  of  treason." 

"  Yes— but  then— hem !  Well,  I  do  go  for 
law;  but  I  never  thought  the  license  law  was 
worth  much,  any  way." 
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"  Why  then  do  you  want  license  r 
''Well,  because  there  are  so  many,  Uke 
fecnbner  and  Donaldson,  who  call  us  murder- 
ers, and  robbers,  that  we  feel  the  need  of  a 
legal  sanction  to  give  us  authority  and  the 
traffic  an  air  of  respectability." 

"Well,  really,"  said  Mrs.  Doty,  "I  am  ^lad 
vou  are  honest  enough  to  own  it.  I  have  long 
been  convinced  that  this  is  the  reason  why 
men  wish  to  have  a  license.  They  hate  to  do 
It  on  their  individual  responsibility,  and  there- 
tore  wish  the  people  to  indorse  it  for  them  " 

"I  tell  you,  wife,  I  have  always  been 
honeet,  and  that  is  why  I  am  going  to  throw 
up  the  bnsmess  now." 

''  Shall  I  go  and  tell  Steve  not  to  sell  any 
more  ? '  inquired  Mrs.  Doty. 

"You  may  call  him  in  here,  and  I  will  talk 
with  him  about  it,"  replied  Doty. 

Steve  was  called  in  without  delay,  for  she 
wa^  exceedingly  anxious  to  carry  out  his  reso- 
lution while  he  was  in  the  humor  for  it 

"Steve,"  said  Doty,   «I  have   come 'to  the 

conclusion  not  to  sell  any  more  liquor     What 

do  you  think  of  that  r  ^      •      »    at 

"Goin'  to  stop  the  tavern  ?"  asked  Steve,  in 

astonishment. 

"No,  I  shall  keep  a  tavern  without  liquor— 
ar— well — temperance  house,  some  call  it " 

Ha  !   ha  !   ha  !     Who  got  you  into  that  no- 
tion ? 

"0,  it's  a  notion  I  have  received  by  thinking 
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oyer  the  effecte  of  the  business.  I  am  convino 
cd,  Stephen,  that  it  is  followed  with  great  e^h 
to  many  families  And  in  view  of  this,  I  hml 
made  up  my  mind  not  to  sell  any  more." 

Now,  I  know  licker  don't  hurt  nobodv 
when  it's  used  as  it  or't  to  ho      a.,.^  ""wuy 

old  Mose  Whipple  Za  Phn'SaxX'TS 
fools  of  themselves,  that's  no  reason  why  you 
or  t  to  quit  your  business.  The  fact  on't  is 
ev-^ry  body  might  auit  their  business  for  iest 
««  good  reasons,  tfncle  Watkins  might  qdt 
his  bakm  business,  je«t  because  some  men  e^ 
too  much  bread;  and  Doctor  UlrickS  bum 
up  his  pill  ba^  jest  'cause  some  folkfare^ 
the  time  dosm'  when  they  don't  or't  Chave 

'*'«  w  n^^Sy*'' J''*''  "^"^J*  earnestness. 

Well,  Stephen,  you  know  if  I  don't  seU  it 
to  them,  and  they  hurt  thomselves  I^hall 
not  be  to  blame."  '      ^'^^ 

BenS\^%'^'\^''''^  '^'  "omebodywill 
sell  It  to  em.    I  can't  see  why  you  ma-ra't  b^ 

wdl  have  their  money  as  a^y^b^dy  ZIt 

tntJ,;    '     1^°'^'  Stephen;  but  I  have  come 
to  the  conclusion  not  to  seU  any  more.  I  have 

^y  pkdiT  "''^'  ^^  ^  "^'^  ^'^  -11  "-^ 

tew^but  rLT  f °  ^^t  f  y°"'«'  »  n^d 
lew,  but  l  know  I  wouldn't  be  coaxed  into 

any  s^  thing  by  ^j,  wife,  nornotdyels? 

said  Steve,  with  a  peculiar  jerk  of  the  head. 

the  baT    eSv^  r'"^"*  ^'y^  <«  «1«^'  «»* 
tne  bar.    Empty  the  Lquor  in  the  bottles  and 
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decanters  into  the  casks  down  cellar,  and  be 
careful  and  empty  the  brandy  into  the  brandy 
ca«k,  the  gin  into  the  gin  cask,  and  so  on.  Do 
you  understand  me  ?" 

''  Yes,  I  understand  it,"  replied  Steve. 
Stephen  went  back  to  the  bar  room  and 
commenced  his  strange  work.  Strange,  be- 
cause for  thirty  years  that  lar  had  not  been 
destitute  of  all  kinds  of  intoxicating  liquors. 
He  commenced  his  labor  by  setting  all  the 
bottles  and  decanters  down  on  the  counter. 
The  brandy  he  readily  distinguished  by  the 
color.  -^ 

"Now,''  he  said  to  himself,  "them  ar'  others 
how  can  I  tell  'eni  ?  I  have  such  a  dense  of  a 
cold,  I  can't  smell  nothin'.  That's  gin,"  he 
said,  tasting.  «  That's  rum ;  no,  'tis  whiskey," 
tastmg  again.  In  this  way  Steve  went  on 
tasting,  to  avoid  all  mistakes  in  the  r)erfor- 
mance  of  his  duty,  until  everything  m  the 
room  was  in  a  vrhirl.  ' 

Mrs.  Doty  came  in  and  found  him  sitting 
on  a  bench,  with  his  hand  on  his  head.  '^  Ste- 
phen, what  appears  to  be  the  matter?" 

"  I  was  took,  jest  now,  all  of  a  sudden,  with 
a  powerful  dizziness  in  my  head,"  replied 
oteve. 

"  Perhaps  you  had  better  lie  down  a  while, 
and  sleep  it  off,"  said  Mrs.  Doty. 

Mrs.  Doty,  seeing  his  difficulty,  took  one  of 
Her  girls,  and  very  soon  completed  the  work  of 
clearing  the  bar.    She  swept  and  garnished 
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«.,t^!!?''if*"T''?"  ^^  P^««d,  Steve  crawled 

out  of  his  bunk,  rubbing  his  eves  ™^,^17,, 

recovered  from  his  "mdd^ZZ:-  ttS 

around  the  room,  he  exclaimed,  «GibS^ 

how  naked  the  bar  looks !"  ^i»raltar! 

"It  won't  l(X)k  so  bare  when  we  get  in  some 

good  books  and  papers,"  said  Mrs.  Sty 

• "  ??<','?  and  papers  in  a  bar  room  '  Miehtv 

Xed  lit"'-    ^^°  •'•?  y«  think'U  read -eft 
asked  Steve,  m  a  sneering  manner 

"  Travellers  will  read  them.  Now  the  liauors 
are  taJten  out  of  the  bar,  Stephen/the  cC 
^r  of  our  customers  will  be  chang;d     fcstetd 
of  loafers    we  shall  have  reading  temDemte 
men  here,"  replied  Mrs.  Doty.      ^'  '^"'P*''*'* 

"Well,  I  don't  want  to  stay  any  loneer  if 

meetin'?°r'.«/™  **"«  bar^o^  if  to' a 
meetm,     said  Steve,  soberly 

lumgti  about  the  room,  setting  up  books  an^ 

h^rf  untif  r  ?'^.  ^^  w"  "' 

Bueives,  until  it  looked  more  like  a  villaa-p  i; 
bmy  or  reading  room  than  a  bari^om 

MLwMn7:^'V^'  r'^  ^^  completed, 

^  Aw^tSi^tir'  ^'^^  ^-^^  ^"«-«- 

M:?ariSif,:Pr  exclaimed 
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"  0,  nothin' ;  only  uncle  'Bijah  has  got  a 
pious  fit  come  over  him,"  replied  Steve. 

"  What  has  become  of  the  '  O-UjmffuV  f 
asked  Sam,  looking  towards  the  bar. 

"  We  emptied  that  down  cellar." 

"  Ain't  the  old  man  goin'  to  sell  any  more  ?" 
inquired  Mose. 

"  He  says  he  won't.   That's  all  I  know  'bout 

"  I  guess  his  '  Satanic  Lweiise'  scared  him 
into  it ;  didn't  it,  Steve  ?"  asked  Laraby,  look- 
ing roguishly  at  Mose. 

"  I  can't  tell  you  nothin'  'bout  it,  for  I  don't 
know  nothin'  'bout  it,"  replied  Steve,  rather 
tartly. 

"  Well,  boys,"  said  Mose,  "  this  is  rather  a 
dry  place  to  wet  our  whistles ;  I  guess  we  had 
better  go  and  open  an  account  with  father 
Parks." 

"I  feel  the  need  of  a  phlegm  cutter  from 
some  quarter,"  said  Sam,  as  the  trio  left  the 
room. 

In  a  few  days,  Mr.  Doty  so  far  recovered 
from  his  nervousness  that  he  was  able  to  walk 
out  and  make  and  receive  xalls.  As  soon  as 
his  good  purpose  was  noised  about,  temperance 
men  called  upon  him,  for  the  purpose  of 
strengthening  and  encouraging  him  in  his  en- 
terprise. One  morning,  Mr.  Scribner  paid  him 
a  short  visit.  Mr.  Doty  did  not  receive  him 
with  much  cordiality,  for  he  remembered  his 
speech  before  the  board,  in  which  he  accused 
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him  of  profanity,  Sabbath  breaking,  and  of 
keeping  a  low  and  disorderly  hou^  9. 

"I  understand,"  said  Mr.  Scribner,  "you 
have  made  up  your  mind  to  discontinue  the 
liquor  trffic." 

"  Yes,  that  is  my  purpose,"  replied  Doty. 

'*  Well,  neighbor  Doty,  I  am  heartily  glad. 
And  I  think  you  will  never  have  reason  to  re- 
gret it. 

"  I  don't  know  how  that  will  be.  I  have 
stopped  the  business,  and  emptied  the  bar." 

"  Have  you  much  liquor  on  hand  ?" 

"About  one  hundred  dollars'  worth." 

"  What  do  you  think  of  doing  with  it  ?" 

"  I  don't  know  yet.  I  know  of  no  one  who 
will  take  it  off  my  hands." 

"I  have  been  thinking,  Mr.  Doty,  rather 
than  have  you  sell  your  liquors  to  any"  one  else, 
we  would  get  up  a  subscription  and  pay  you 
for  them,  a^d  then  destroy  them." 

"Very  well,"  said  Mr.  Doty;  "just  as  you 
please." 

Without  losing  any  time,  Mr.  Scribner  drew 
up  and  circulated  a  subscription,  and  very  soon 
secured  the  hundred  dollars,  to  be  paid  when 
the  Hquors  were  actually  destroyed.  He  pre- 
sented it  to  Mr.  Doty,  who  carefully  run  it 
over,  and  pronounced  it  good  for  the  amount 
of  subscription. 

"  I  will  be  at  the  trouble  of  collecting  it," 
said  Scribner. 

"  Very  well,"  was  the  reply  of  Doty. 
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"I  suppose  we  can  have  Dossefl«inn  ^f  lu 

Scribal     ^  objections  to  that?"  continued^ 

;;How  soon  do  you  think  of  having  it?" 
thatS"^''^-'"^^  Wednesday  nigL     Will 

«o™i'^:„^f  '^  *-Pe  0-  -natter  to 
Doty/         ^  ""^^"^  ^"'S  ^«ohol  and  Abijah 

seidT^StSlt^f''^  was  expected, 
anxious  to  bear  s^f  ^"^r^-  ^'  ^emed 
so  likely  to  resultT  ^''l®  P^  «  a  work 
habitanCf  fte  to^V"  '^"''' ^-^  to  the  i„- 
The  first  business  was  to  roll  the  casks  out 
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of  the  cellar,  which  were  made  light  by  many 
hands.  After  they  were  brought  out  and 
placed  in  a  row  in  the  street,  a  small  staging 
was  bailt  up  near  them. 

"What  is  this  for?"  asked  one  of  the  by- 
standers. 

"  To  make  speeches  on.  This  is  a  rare  funeral 
occasion,  which  must  not  pass  without  some  ap- 
propriate remarks,"  replied  John  Donaldson. 

When  all  things  were  ready,  the  heads  of 
the  casks  were  broken  in.  John  Brockway,  a 
revolutionary  soldier,  was  appointed  to  set  fire 
to  the  contents,  which  duty  he  discharged  in 
a  grave  and  dignified  manner.  As  soon  as  the 
Ko  ors  commenced  burning,  John  Scribner  was 
called  to  the  stand  to  make  a  speech,  and 
briefly  addressed  those  present  as  follows: — 

''  My  friends,  I  am  sorry  you  did  not  call 
on  some  one  else  to  break  the  ice ;  but  since 
you  have  selected  me,  I  will  do  as  well  as 
I  can  in  the  way  of  speech  making.  This  is 
truly  a  glorious  triumph  over  one  of  the  migh- 
tiest tyrants  that  ever  swayed  his  iron  sceptre 
over  man.  For  thirty  long  years,  his  rule  on 
these  premises  has  been  undisputed;  but  his 
sceptre  has  fallen,  and  his  empire  is  rapidly 
passing  away.  His  subjects  have  fled  from 
him ;  not  one  do  I  see  in  this  assembly  to 
sympatize  with  him.  They  may  consider  us 
cruel  and  severe  in  causing  his  death  in  this 
ostentatious  manner ;  but,  in  the  language  of 
Dryden,-— 


|.  i 


180  THE  MYSTERIOUS  PARCHMENT,  OR 

'  ]S^®"  ^^'^-^  invadeH  the  eift  of  natum  .  .»> 
The  eldest  law  of  natureTdsdoTend?    ""' 
And  If  in  that  defence  a  tyrant  faU.  ' 
ilia  death's  his  cnme,  not  ours.'  « 

US  has  for  thirty  years  most  cruelly  and  wan- 
tonly invaded  the  law  of  nature  He  C 
entered  our  families,  robbed  them  of  thei^ 
peace  and  happiness,  stolen  their  reputation 

r&'li,'?t/'*'P!,'^^'  -d  J'-  J«ft  them 
aesutute,  afflicted,   and  tormented.     He  has 

m  several  instances,  taken  the  first-born  the 
only  son,  the  pride  and  hope  of  his  p^;„te 

stripped  him  of  reason,  self-respect,  natural 
affection,  and  reputation.  He  his  caused  the 
death  of  many  individuals  in  this  coramunitv 
whose  names  are  yet  fresh  in  your  me~^d 
whose  friends  are  yet  mourning  their  preX 
ture  decease.  We  are  fighting  tiierefor^^t 
^e^tThLTf  ''''  V""'  W-age  o^'the 
Wime  1 1  '^^^  "1  X'""?^  *■*"'  hi«  death's 
h^  hi  f  r    °T-     :^"'^  I  »•"  hoartily  glad 

Seatre  to  :t  J\-  f  "'u''^    "^«   unspeakable 
pleasure  to  see  his  limbs  bound  with  fetters  of 

When  Mr.  Scribner  closed;  Patrick  Sweenev 

"seS v""f.r  T''''  '"'^^^  *»  ^ddreS 
assembly.     Patrick  was  a  very  strons  tpmn^ 

ranee  man,  and  had  been  a  valuabfeheS  te 

'iLZT-  ""' '"'  '""^  ^^<*'  -<^  -- 

"My  frinds,  I  am  Happy  to  mate  you  hare 
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on  this  occasion.  I  am  exceedingly  happy  to 
attend  ould  King  Alkehol's  funeral.  I  have 
been  well  o'quainted  wid  'im  for  more  than 
forty  years,  and  can  say  I  niver  saw  any  good 
o'  'im.  I  knew  him  in  ould  Ireland — I  have 
seen  his  murdherous  works  in  the  city  o'  Dub- 
lin— I  have  obsarved  his  pranks  in  Kilkenny 
— and  I  have  known  'im  for  a  long  time  in 
Ameriky;  and  he  is  the  same  divil  in  one 
place  that  he  is  in  another.  It  is  thrue  he 
wears  different  garbs,  but  he's  the  same  divil 
still.  The  praste  tells  us  that  the  Schripture 
divil  has  the  power  to  change  himself  into  an 
angel  o'  light.  It  is  so  wid  this  King  Alkehol 
divil ;  if  he  ain't,  you  see  we  have  power  to  do 
it  for  him." 

Patrick  left  the  stand  amid  shouts  of  ap- 
plause and  a  roar  of  laughter. 

The  supper  being  announced,  the  people 
crowded  around  the  tables  set  in  the  different 
rooms  of  the  house,  and  partook  of  a  sumptuous 
meal,  composed  of  turkeys,  pigs,  fowls,  roast 
beef,  venison,  lamb,  oysters,  and  all  other 
kinds  of  at^tables  in  proportion,  prepared  in 
the  very  bcjat  manner.  The  experience  which 
Mrs.  Doty  had  previously  had  in  getting  up 
public  dinners,  gave  her  grace  and  dignity  to 
preside  on  this  occasion,  which  was  pleasing  to 
all  present.  She  seemed  ready  to  meet  every 
desire  and  anticipate  every  want  of  her  guests, 
with  that  unaffected  politeness  which  com- 
mends itself  to  every  refined  mind.     Mr.  Doty 
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was  engaged  during  the  supper,  it  is  true ;  but 
it  was  evident,  from  his  stiff  and  awkward 
inanner,  that  his  temperance  principles,  after 
all,  were  the  result  of  compulsion. 

After  the  supper  was  over,  the  tables  were 
provided  with  some  clean  glass  tumblers  and 
sparkling  cold  water  for  toasts.  Rev.  John 
Pierce  volunteered,  and  gave  the  following: 
"The  temperance  cause—the  forerunner  of 
morality  and  religion.  May  its  progress  be 
onward."  ^ 

Mr.  Pierce  had  just  been  settled  in  the  place 
of  Rev.  Mr.  Holyday,  who  was  dismissed  on 
account  of  his  indifference  on  this  subject. 
Mr.  Pierce  felt  a  very  deep  interest  in  the 
temperance  reform,  and,  notwithstanding  some 
of  his  parishioners  thought  it  was  not  a  part  of 
the  gospel,  he  faithfully  preached  it  both  in 
and  out  of  the  pulpit.  He  made  the  members 
ot  ^s  church  and  the  congregation  feel  that  to 
traffic  in  intoxicating  drinks  as  a  beverage  was 
a  crime  against  God  and  man.  He  had  not 
been  their  pastor  six  months  before  all  in  the 
church  who  used  it  or  trafficked  in  it  were  con- 
vinced by  his  prayers,  counsels,  and  clear  and 
argumentative  discourses,  that  it  was  wrono- 
and  sinful,  and  repented.  * 

Patrick  vSweeney  gave,  "  Ould  King  Alke- 
hol—dark  and  cruel  in  his  life,  brilliant  in  his 
death.  May  his  slape  be  long  and  quiet,  and 
his  risurrection  niver  come.'' 

A  number    of   other    toasts    were    giv3n 
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suitable  to  the  occasion,  which  had  a  very 
exhilarating  and  happy  effect  upon  the  aa- 
sembly,  and  prepared  them  to  break  up  in 
good  spirits,  and  to  feel,  as  they  disperaed, 
"that  it  was  good  for  them  to  be  there." 

"Well,  husband,"  said  Mrs.  Doty,  "what  did 
you  think  of  the  party  ?" 

"  I  have  no  particular  fault  to  find  with  it ; 
only  I  think  Scribner,  Donaldson,  and  some 
others  rejoice  too  much.  jThey  act  as  though 
they  thought  more  of  having  their  own  way 
than  they  do  of  temperance  principles." 

"I  think,  Mr.  Doty,  you  misjudge  those 
men.  The  efforts  which  Mr.  Scribner  has 
made  to  carry  forward  this  cause  afford  evi- 
dence that  he  is  a  true  friend  to  the  reform. 
His  wife  told  me  the  other  day  that  he  had 
paid  out  of  his  own  pocket  five  hundred  dol- 
lai's  for  temperance  tracts,  papers,  and  books, 
to  circulate  gratuitously.  This  certainly  looks 
as  though  he  was  a  true  temperance  man." 

"  Yes,  I  know  ;  but  he  is  expecting  to  get 
his  pay  for  it  in  some  way,  either  by  having  it 
refunded,  or  by  office." 

^ "  I  think,  as  long  as  we  are  not  able  to  read 
his  thoughts,  or  see  his  motives,  we  ought  to 

five  him  credit  for  what  he  has  done,"  said 
El's.  Doty. 

"  If  he  has  ever  done  any  good,  I  am  sure  I 
am  willing  to  give  him  credit  for  it.  But  I 
have  never  known  much  good  of  his  doing. 
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He  has  kept  the  town  in  a  perfect  uproar  for 
the  last  ten  yeai^s." 

This  remark  convinced  Mrg.  Dot^  thnt  her 
husband  had  been  influenced  to  chaL  ^e  his 
courae  by  hia  « terrihle  dream;'  and  not  from 
pnnciple.  And  she  plainly  saw,  from  his 
general  deportment  and  daily  convei-sation, 
that  after  its  effect  should  wear  ol?  he  might 
easily  be  induced  to  fill  up  his  bar  and  resume 
his  work  of  death.  Nor  were  her  feara  without 
foundation.  * 


I  I 


THE  SATANIC  LICENSE. 


185 


CHAPTER    X. 


RESUMING  THE  WORK  OF  DEATH. 

"  But  it  is  happened  unto  them  according  to  the  true  proverb,  The  dog 
is  turned  to  his  own  vomit  again :  and,  The  bow  that  was  washed,  to  her 
wallowing  in  the  mire." — 2  Pkt.  li.  22. 

Not  many  weeks  after  the  oyster  party  at 
Doty's  and  the  burning  of  King  Alcohol,  a 
liquor  dealer  drove  up  to  the  door  with  his  cart 
of  Death  loaded  with  barrels  and  kegs,  which 
contained  all  kinds  of  Uquors. 

"  Is  Mr.  Doty  in  ?"  inquired  the  peddler^of 

Steve. 

"  He's  to  the  bam,"  was  the  reply. 

He  alighted  from  his  cart,  and  walked  back 

to  the  barn,  and   said,   as  he  entered,  "  Good 

morninff,  Mr.  Doty."  aasfc***.***, 

"  Why !  good  morning,  Mr.  Ringgold,"  re- 
plied Doty,  grasping  his  hand.  "  Why,  I 
haven't  seen  you  in  a  dog's  age." 

"  These  towns  that  won't  give  licenses  must 
not  complain  if  they  don't  see  me  very  often." 

"I  suppose  your  business  is  better  where 
they  have  license  to  sell  ?"  asked  Doty. 

"  Yes,  it  makes  a  good  deal  of  difference,  it 
is  true  ;  but  then,  by  managing  a  little,  a  man 
can  dispose  of  a  large  amount  in  the  courae  of 
a  year  without  license." 
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"I  have  always  found  it  so." 

"You  know  old  Major  Kemp,  in  Weston? 
He  says  he  wouldn't  give  a  fig  for  license.  He 
says  he  has  been  fined  once  or  twice,  but  he 
always  makes  it  up  before  the  year  comes 
round."  "^ 

;*How  does  he  do  it?"  said  Doty,  in- 
quisitively. 

" He  has  what  he  calls  'a  hole  in  the  wcdV^ 
a  dai'k  room  where  no  one  can  see  him  sell  it. 
And  by  bemg  carefol  to  whom  he  eells,  he 
says  he  gets  along  about  as  well  without  as 
with  a  license,"  replied  Einggold. 

"Yes— I— know;  but  after  all,  a  license 
makes  a  man  feel  as  if  he  was  engaged  in  an 
homraUe  busm^s.  I  have  tried  that,  but  I  had 
a  little  rather  have  it  so  I  can  come  out  in 
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"I    declare— I— don't    know.    I 
rather  a  bad  fix  for  that  just  now." 

"  Why,  what  is  the  matter  ?" 

"Well,  I  have  been  rather^forced  to  open  a 
temperance  house  by  my  wife,  and— some  other 
tlungs,  said  Doty,  remembering  the  dream 
and  bloody  parchment. 

"Temperance  house!  Why,  what  under 
heavens  got  you  into  that?  I  thought  you  was 
one  of  the  old  stand-by's— one  of  the  in- 
vmoibles" 
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"It  was  the  notion  of  my  wife,  and  I 
thought  I  would  let  her  have  her  way  this 
time,  and  if  it  did'nt  go  well  I  would  change 
back."  ^ 

*'  Well,  how  do  you  like  it  ?  You  ought  to 
know  by  this  time." 

"  I  don't  like  it  at  all,"  answered  Doty. 

"As  old  Doctor  Benny  used  to  say,  *It's  a 
leetle  too  much  like  goin'  to  meeting  isn't  it  ?" 

"  That's  the  objection  to  it.  Don't  anybody 
call  but  temperance  men  and  long-faced  Pres- 
byterians, and  I  have  got  tired  of  it." 

"Well,  what  do  you  say  to  a  bill  of  choice 
liquors  ?"  asked  Ringgokl,*^in  a  huriied  manner. 

"I  guess,  on  the  whole,  I'll  take  some,"  re- 
plied Doty,  hesitating. 

Without  consulting  the  feelings  of  his  wife, 
he  ordered  one  barrel  of  whiskey,  one  keg  of 
brandy,  one  of  gin,  two  of  New  England  rum, 
and  two  of  port  wine,  which  were  rolled  out 
on  the  ijlatform  in  fi-ont  of  the  door. 

The  intelligence  of  this  change  spread 
through  the  village  like  fire  in  the  woods  in 
the  month^  of  August.  The  inhabitants,  like 
the  Athenians  on  a  certain  occasion,  "  spent 
their  time  in  nothing  else  but  either  to  tell  or 
hear  some  new  thing"  about  Doty's  change. 

John  Donaldson,  on  hearing  of  it,  took  his 
cane  and  slowly  walked  down  to  the  place  of 
excitement.  When  he  arrived  he  found  them 
at  dinner,  and  the  barrel  and  kegs  otill  standing 
on  the  platform.    Being  in  one  of  his  musicd 
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moods,  he  took  from  his  pocket  a  piece  of 
white  chalk,  and  wrote  in  a  large,  fair  hand, 
on  one  of  the  casks,  "Infl\med  Etis;"  on 
another,  "  Rheumatism  ;"  on  another,  "Family 
Disturber;"  another,  "  Neighborhood  Quar- 
rem;"  another,  "Delirium  Tremens;"  on 
another,  "Murder;"  and  on  another,  "Eibr- 
NAL  Death." 

Having  finished  his  mischievous  work,  he 
passed  into  the  horae  barn  to  await  Doty's  ap- 
proach. He  did  not  feai-  him.  His  conscious 
integrity  inspired  him  with  that  feeling  which 
enables  ''one  to  chase  a  thousand,  and  two  to 
put  ten  thousand  to  flight." 

When  Doty  and  Ringgold  came  out  from 
dinner,  Ringgold  exclaimed,  "St.  Patrick! 
who  has  been  writing  on  these  casks  ?" 

"  That's  the  work  of  some  of  the  '  radical 

— cold-water  fanatics  !"  said  Doty.  "  Ste ve  !" 

he  bawled  out  at  the  top  of  his  voice  ;  "  here, 
where  are  you  ?  Get  the  wash  dish,  and  come 
and  wash  off  this  deviltry  here." 

By  this  time,  Donaldson  had  walked  up  to 
the  platform,  and  stood  reading  the  writing. 

"  Some  mysterious  hand  must  have  written 
that,"  said  Donaldson.  "I  should  think  it 
would  make  your  knees  smite  together  like 
old  Belshazzar's." 

Doty,  not  being  disposed  to  get  into  a  con- 
trovei-sy  with  Donaldson,  let  the  remark  pass 
unnoticed. 

When  Steve  commenced  washing  off  the 
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dreadful  words,  Donaldson  said,  "  I  guess  you 
had  better  send  Steve  with  his  wash  pot  to  see 
if  he  can't  wash  the  inflammation  ont  of  old 
Joe  Rugffles's  eyes  ;  the  rheumatism  out  of 
old  Dan  Chipman's  leg ;  and  the  delirium  tre- 
mens out  of  old  Tom  Murphy's  head.  These 
men  are  in  a  dreadful  condition,  and  a  little 
assistance  from  you  just  now  would  come  veiy 
good. 

The  men  whom  Donaldson  had  mentioned 
were  among  Doty's  regular  customers,  and  he 
had  no  doubt  that  they  had  contracted  their 
/  diseases  at  his  bar  by  hai'd  drinking. 

Being  very  much  disturbed  in  his  feelings 
by  the  allusion  which  Donaldson  iiiAe  to 
them,  he  went  into  the  house.  He  felt  like 
giving  him  a  "piece  of  his  mind;"  but  he 
knew  him  so  well  that  he  feared  his  wit  and 
shrewdness. 

Donaldson,  being  well  satisfied  with  the  dis- 
covery he  had  made,  and  the  few  shots  he 
gave  Doty,  walked  off  leisurely  for  home. 

"See  here  a  moment,"  said  Donaldson  to  a 
young  man  whom  he  met  on  the  sidewalk,  who 
was  very  fond  of  a  social  glass. 

"  Well,  what  is  there  to  see  ?"  inquired  Sher- 
man. 

"Let  us  walk  into  Major  Vandyke's  office, 
and  I  will  show  you  a  curiosity,"  replied 
Donaldson. 

After  they  had  entered  and  closed  the  door, 
Donaldson  drew  from  his  coat  pocket  a  half 
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sheet  of  foolscap  paper  nearly  written  over  with 
a  lead  pencil.  "I  have  here,"  he  said,  "  some 
extracts  which  I  took  from  a  little  book  I  found 
in  a  liquor  peddler's  cart  iust  now,  down  at 
Doty's." 

"Suppose  you  did,  what  then?"  said  Sher- 
man with  much  sang  froid. 

"  ril  tell  you  what ;  I  mean  to  read  them 
to  you  and  all  other  wine  bibbers." 

"Well,  go  ahead  Davy  Crockett;  I  am  in 
a  hurry." 

"  The  title  of  the  book  was  '  The  Wine  and. 
Spirit  Merchant's  Ccmpanicm,'  "  said  Donald- 
son, and  thein  read  the  following  extracts  : — 

"  For  beading  brandy  and  rum — oil  of 
almonds,  oil  of  vitriol,  and  potash." 

"  Recipe  to  clear  wine — sugar  of  lead,  soap, 
and  tincture  of  hedge  mustard." 

"  Finings  for  gin — roach  allum." 

"  To  make  gin — take  oil  of  juniper,  spirits 
of  turpentine,  oil  of  vitriol,  bitter  almonds 
and  cassia;  add  them  to  a  barrel  of  common 
proof  whiskey,  then  add  twenty  gallons  of 
water,  as  the  ingredients  will  give  ten  more 
gallons  of  apparent  strength." 

'•  To  clear  tainted  gin — take  American  pot^ 
ash,  alum,  and  salts  of  tartar." 

"  Rum  may  be  greatly  increased  in  quantity 
by  adding  strong  beer  and  water." 

"  To  make  common  brandy  resemble  the  true 
French — use  oil  of  vitriol,  oil  of  bitter 
almonds,  tincture  of  isponia,  and  vanilla." 
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"  To  make  spirits  over-proof— use  soap  and 
potash." 

"To  imitate  port  wine — use  cider  brandy 
with  a  little  port,  made  rough  with  logwood, 
oak  bark,  and  other  astringents." 

"To  sweeten  foul  casks— boil  fresh  cow 
dung,  and  soak  the  casks  with  the  water." 

"  To  make  new  beer  appear  older — use  oil 
of  vitriol.  Quassia  chips  and  wormwood  are 
generally  used  instead  of  hops.  To  make  the 
beer  entire  or  old,  the  brewers  now  need  none 
of  these,  for,  by  an  admixture  of  sulphuric  and 
other  acids,  it  is  done  in  an  instant." 

"  To  make  sour  and  stale  beer  into  mild 
and  pleasant — use  alkaline  earth,  pounded 
oyster  shells,  and  subcarbonate  of  potash. 
And  to  increase  its  intoxicating  quality, 
use  cocculus  indicus,  opium,  nux  vomica,  and 
extract  of  poppies." 

While  Donaldson  read  off  the  above  list, 
Sherman  gave  good  attention,  and  as  soon  as 
he  concluded,  he  said,  "  Where  did  you  say 
you  found  that  book  ?" 

"Down  at  Doty's.  There  is  a  liquor 
peddler  there.  I  saw  a  Pmall  book  lyitig  in 
his  cart,  and  while  he  was  in  at  dinner,  I  took 
it  into  the  horse  barn  and  made  these  extracts 
from  it,"  replied  Donaldson. 

"  Now,  John,  tell  the  truth,  honor  bright, 
did  you  find  that  book  in  a  liquor  dealer's 
cart  ?"  asked  Sherman,  spitting,  for  he  had  just 
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taken  a  hearty  drink  of  port  wine  at  Parks's 
tavern. 

"  I  did,  upon  my  honor,"  replied  Donaldson. 
^  "  Let  me  see  that  paper,"  said  Sherman, 
taking  it,  and  running  over  the  list  of  poi- 
sonous counterfeits.  In  a  low  tone  of  voice 
he  read,  "  To  imitate  port  wine — cider  brandy 
with  a  little  port,  made  rough  with  logwood, 
oak  bark,  and  other  astingents."  "  Hocus  po- 
cus!"  he  broke  out;  "what  stuff  to  put  into  a 
man's  stomach!  Now,  John,"  he  contmued, 
*'  have  you  any  idea  this  is  true  ?" 

"  I  haven't  the  least  doubt  of  it." 

"You  haven't?"  asked  Sherman,  spitting 
copiously. 

"  Not  the  least.  Why,  don't  you  remember 
that  old  Parsox.  Holyday  sent  to  New  York 
for  a  cask  of  wine  for  the  communion  table, 
and  it  proved  to  be  nothing  but  cider  brandy, 
logwood,  alum,  oak  bark,  and  sugar  of  lead  ?" 

''  Why,  no  !  When  ?  How  long  ago  ?"  in- 
quired Sherman,  still  spitting. 

"  I  think  about  two  years  ago.  Scribner 
insisted  upon  it  that  it  was  a  base  counterfeit. 
He  and  the  parson  had  ^some  sharp  words 
about  it;  and  finally,  to  settle  it,  Scribner 
went  after  father  Snell  to  analyze  it,  and  they 
found  it  composed  of  offensive  ingredients, 
such  as  no  man  wishes  to  put  into  his  sto- 
mach, unless  he  desires  to  convert  himself 
into  a  tan  vat." 

Sherman   again  turned   his  eye  upon  the 
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paper,  and  read,  "  To  make  common  brandy 
imitate  the  true  French— use  oil  of  vitriol,  oil 
of  bitter  almonds,  tincture  of  isponia.  and  va- 
nilla." "John  Rogers!"  he  exclaimed,  hia 
stomach  heaving;  "what  delightful  stuff  to 
drink,  and  to  put  into  c  ikes  and  pies  !" 

"As   filthy   and    poisonous  as   it   is,"  said 
Donaldso:i,   "  it    is    used    \ki\y  freely  for  that 
purpose  in  ra  )st  of  our  public  luju^es  and  first 
atnilies. 

'*  I  hope,"  said  Sherman,  "  T  may  be  de- 
livered from  being  one  of  their  boarders."  - 

"  Now  you  can  see,"  said  Donaldson,  "  what 
kind  of  liquor  you  and  other  young  men  of 
this  place  have  been  in  the  habit  of  drinking. 
I  presume  you  have  drank  logwood  and  vitriol 
enough  in  your  clubs  to  supply  old  Gilder- 
sleeve's  clothing  works  for  six  months." 

"  Yes,"  replied  Sherman,  "  I  can  see,  and  I 
think  I  can  taste^  too.  I  have  just  taken  a 
drink  of  port  in  at  Parks's,  and  my  mouth 
tastes  as  if  I  had  swallowed  a  quart  of  oak 
liquor  from  old  Nichols's  tan-yard." 

"  Well,  Sherman,  what  shall  we  do  ?" 

"  Do  !  Why,  tell  of  it,  read  it  to  everybody 
m  the  street,  publish  it  in  the  newspapers, 
and  expose  the  villains,"  said  Sherman  with 
warmth  and  energy. 

"Will  you  do  what  you  can  towards  it  ?" 
asked  Donaldson. 

*'I  certainly  will.    Our  club  meets  next 
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Wednesday  night,  and  I  will  read  these  heau- 
tiful  extracts  for  their  edification." 

"  Get  them  all  to  pledge  themselves  if  you 
can,"  said  Donaldson. 

"  That  I  will,"  replied  Sherman,  "  and  to 
use  their  influence  against  the  use  of  liquor 
in  this  community." 

We  will  now  return  for  a  moment  to  Doty's, 
to  see  what  is  doing  there.  After  Steve  had 
washed  Donaldson's  significant  names  from 
the  casks,  he  carried  out  from  the  bar  the 
books  and  papers.  The  old  bottles  and  de- 
canters were  brought  up  from  the  cellar,  and 
placed  on  th<^  counter.  Steve  concluded  they 
must  be  washed,  and  while  engaged  in  clean- 
ing them,  in  came  Mose  Whipple,  Phil  Saxbury , 
and  Sam  Laraby. 

''  Well,  Steve,  what  has  turned  up  ?"  said 
Mose,  with  a  significant  wink  to  Sam. 

^'0,  nothin',  only  the   old  man  has  turned 
right  side  up,  jest  as  I  thought  he  would." 

''  Going  at  it  again,  is  he  ?"  asked  Sam. 

'^  Yes,  he  thinks  a  cold-water  house  is  a 
leetle  too  dull  for  him,"  replied  Steve. 

"I  am  glad  of  it,''  said  Phil;  it's  most  too 
far  to  go  up  to  old  Parks's  every  time  a  man 
wants  to  cool  his  copper." 
^  The  bottles  were  all  filled  with  the  new 
liquors,  and  arranged  on  the  shelves  accord- 
ing to  Steve's  taste,  with  a  mirror  behind  them 
to  double  their  number. 

**  Come,  boys,"  said  Doty,  coming  in,  "  try 
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the  new  brandy,"  at  the  same  time  placing  on 
the  counter  four  or  five  tumblers  and  filling 
them.  ® 

Phil,  Sam,  Mose,  and  Steve  all  crowded 
around  the  bar,  and  began  to  sip  the  sparkUnjc 
contents.  -^  ® 

"  ^^^!i  ^,T'  ^?Y  ^^®«  ^*  ^^^is^  ^"  asked  Doty. 
*' Capital,'  said  Mose.  ^ 

"Delicious,"  responded  Sam. 

!!  J/i—pri— prime,"  said  Phil,  strangling. 
Now  my  good  fellows,"  said  Doty,  topping 
Mose  on  the  shoulder,  "  I  hope  you  will  remem- 
ber your  old  friend,    and  give  him  all  your 
custom.  ^ 

"  That  we  will,"  said  Mose.  "You  have 
always  done  the  nice  thing  with  us. 

"Yes,  you  don't  water  your  liquor,  as  old 
Parks  does,"  said  Sam.  h      ,      um 

'•Nor  charge  as  much  again  as  it's  worth. 
1  have  paid  him  four  cents  a  drink  for  whiskey 
more  than  once,"  added  Phil. 

"  I  went  in  there  very  early  one  morning 
last  winter,  and  the  old  coby  had  his  decanters 
around  the  fire,  thawing  out,"  said  Sam. 

A  man  must  be  very  dishonest  to  do  such 
tnmgs,  said  Doty  gravely. 
,  From  this  day,  Doty  received  a  new  impulse 
m  his  downward  course.  He  rushed  on  to  ruin 
with  accelerated  velocity.  AH  restraint,  and 
all  motives  to  virtuous  action,  seemed  to  be 
removed  from  his  mind.  He  was  left  entirely 
under  the  control  of  his  passions,  like  a  ship 
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in  mid  ocean  stripped  of  spars,  chart  and  helm, 
the  plaything  of  warring  elements.  For  a 
few  days  he  sold  crackers  and  gave  away  his 
liquor,  to  evade  the  law.  At  length  he  came 
out  and  sold  openly,  in  defiance  of  law.  His 
house  was  thronged  with  drunkards  night  and 
day.  It  was  no  uncommon  thing  to  see  two 
or  three  at  once  lying  upon  his  floor  drunk. 
In  a  few  months  his  grog  shop  became  so 
notorious  for  drunkenness  and  every  species  of 
immorality,  that  the  respectable  people  of  the 
town  thought  it  high  time  to  take  notice  of  it, 
and  enforce  the  law  if  possible.  Complaints 
were  made  to  the  proper  officer,  witnesses  were 
found,  a  summons  issued,  and  authority  given 
to  the  constable  to  call  a  jury.  On  the  return 
day  of  the  summons,  the  parties  being  ready, 
the  suit  was  called  on.  Mose  Whipple  was 
called  to  the  stand  as  a  witness  for  the  people. 

CoumelfoT  the  people.  Mr.  Whipple,  was 
you  in  at  Mr.  Doty's  on  the  25th  of  December? 

Witness.     I  believe  I  was,  sir. 

Counsel.  Did  you,  or  did  you  not,  on  that 
day,  call  for  liquor  at  the  bar  ? 

Witness.  I  am  not  sure.  I  sometimes  call 
for  liquor,  and  sometimes  I  don't. 

Coimsel.  You  needn't  tell  what  yon  don't 
do,  sir;  we  wish  to  know  what  you  did  do. 
Did  you  on. that  day  drink  any  thing  at  Mr. 
Doty's  bar  ? 

Witness.     1  think  I  did. 

Counsel.     Well,  sir,  what  was  it  ? 


THE  SATANIC  LICENSE. 


197 


Guuiwel. 
Witness. 
Counsel, 
Witness. 
Counsel, 
Witness. 


Witness,     I  drank  some  water. 
Comiml,     Well,  what  else  ? 
Witness,     I  guess  I  had  some  brandy,  but  I 
am  not  sure. 

Ccmmel  That,  sir,  is  evading  the  question. 
I  wish  to  know  if  you  called  for  liquor  on  that 
day  at  Mr.  Doty's  bar. 

Witness.     I  believe  I  did. 

Did  you  get  it? 
Yes,  sir. 

What  kind  was  it? 
Brandy. 

Who  let  you  have  it  ? 
Mr.  Doty. 
Counsel.     Did  you  pay  for  it  ? 
Witness.     I  did  not. 
Counsel.     Did  Doty  give  it  to  you 
Witness.     Well,  I  can  tell  you  how  it  was 
1  was  m  there  and  called  for  somethinff  to 
drmk      Mr.   Doty  set  down  a  bottle,  and   I 
poured  out  a  good  horn  and  drank  it.     I  of- 
fered to  pay  him  for  it,  and  he  said  he  had  no 
license.     He   said   he  could  let  me  have  a 
couple  of  crackers  for  the  sixpence;   and  I 
took  them,  and  gave  him  the  money. 

Counsel.     Was  any  one  else  in  the  room  at 
the  time  ? 

Witness.    I  don't  remember. 
Coun^l.     Your  memory  is  very  short  iust 
now.     That  is  sufficient.  '^ 

Patrick  Sweeney  was  called  and  sworn. 
Counsel  for  the  people,    Mr.  Sweeney,  were 
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you  in  at  Mr.  Doty's  on  the  twenty-fifth  day 
of  December  last  ? 

Witness.     I  wuz,  sir. 

Counsel.  Did  you  see  Mr.  Doty  sell  brandy 
to  Moses  Whipple  ? 

Witness.     I  did,  sir. 

Counsel.  Will  you  just  relate  the  circum- 
st^iRces,  if  you  please? 

Witness.  I  wint  in  to  see  Misther  Carman, 
and,  while  in,  .-'ose  Whipple  called  for  some 
brhandy.  Mr.  Doty  set  down  a  decanther, 
and  Mose  poured  out  c  stiff  horn  and  dhrank 
it,  and  I  saw  him  put  out  a  small  bit  o'  money. 

Counsel.     Did  Mr.  Doty  take  it  ? 

Witness,  tie  did,  sir,  or  me  eyes  are  no 
judge. 

Counsel.     That  is  sufficient. 

Defendant's  counsel.  Did  I  understand  you 
that  you  saw  Mr.  Doty  sell  brandy  to  Moses 
Whipple  ? 

Witness.     That's  what  I  said,  sir. 

Covmel  Well,  sir,  how  do  you  know  that 
was  brandy?  Did  you  smell  of  it? 

Witness.     I  did  not,  sir. 

Coumel.     Y3ry  well ,  did  you  taste  of  it. 

Witrwss.  No,  sir.  I  think  too  much  of  me 
pledge  I  gave  to  Father  Mathew  for  that. 

Counsel.  Well,  sir,  how,  then,  do  you  know 
it  was  brandy? 

Witrwss.  I  know  it  by  its  looks.  I  always 
judge  o'  the  divil  by  the  color  o'  his  skin. 

Qmrnl.    NoW;  sir,  I  want  to  know  if  you 
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le  circum- 


3s  are  no 


r  ^"^^^  ,*°   ^^'^  tl'at  what  you  saw 

r*««s«.     May  it  plaze  your  honor,  land- 

tt^  ^  r  •  "!,  ^'^  ^"^^  "f  J^  W  could 
coffee  in  their  decanthers,  nor  dr^kards  'o 
buying  It  at  a  saxpence  a  dhrink 

Chumel.  You  are  not  to  be  the  judse  of 
what  men  do  The  question  is,  Do  you  know 
that  was  brandy  ? 

Wjt;^.  Paix,  sir,  I  have  no  raison  to 
thmk  It  was  any  thing  else 

Oymrnl.  That  is  not  to  the  point,  sir.  You 
may  take  your  seat. 

u  ^i!  "^  ^^  ^^^^  °"  '^t'l  sides,  at  some 
length  and  submitted.  After  seven^l  tedious 
houra  had  been  spent,  the  jur^  were  led  into 
the  court  room,  and  said  they  could  not  agree 
on  a  verdict.  ^ 

This  announcement  was  received  bv  Dotv 
Parks,  and  other  liquor  dealers  with  great 
s^isfaction  and  pleasure.  They  dispersed%nd 
went  to  their  different  haunts  of  vice,  givinit 
v^t  t  heir  feelings  by  shouts  and  theC 
ing  >onflres.  The  whole  night  was  spent -n 
dnuk.ng  sweanng,  and  carousing.  It  ap- 
peared from  the  whoops,  yells,  afd  hideZ 
oufe-^s  emanatmg  from  the  different  liquor 
estabhshmentB,  that  all  the  lost  spirits  of  hell 

The  temperance  men  retired  in  silence,  with 
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*  heavy  hearts.  On  their  way  home,  Scribner 
and  Donaldson  called  in  at  Major  Vandyke's 
office.  He  "v^as  a  true  friend  to  the  cause,  and 
with  zeal  and  energy  engaged  in  every  effort 
to  promote  it. 

"Well,  gentlemen,"  inquired  the  major, 
"  how  did  that  suit  terminate  ?" 

"  The  jury  couldn't  agree,"  replied  Scribner. 

"  I  concluded  they  would  not  when  I  heard 
who  they  were.  Such  jurymen,"  said  the  ma- 
jor, "  remind  me  of  the  words  of  Hudibras, — 

'  Do  not  your  juries  give  their  verdict 
Aa  if  thev  pelt  the  cause,  not  hoard  it, 
And  as  they  please,  make  matter  of  fact 
Bun  all  on  one  side,  a^  they're  packed  V 

"  Well,  now,  major,"  said  Scribner,  "  what 
is  to  be  done?  Must  we  sit  down  and  see 
Doty  and  Parks  destroy  our  young  men,  and 
send  ruin  and  death  into  so  many  of  our 
families?" 

"  I  am  well  convinced,"  replied  the  major, 
"  that  we  can  do  nothing  with  these  men.  We 
cannot  reach  them  by  moral  suasion,  nor  with 
our  present  law.  As  you  now  see,  it  is  not 
worth  one  fig.  So  far  from  being  a  law  to 
protect  us  and  our  families  fibom  the  ravages 
of  the  rumseller,  it  shields  him,  and  exposes 
our  children  to  temptations.  It  puts  him  into 
a  position  where  he  can  take  advantage  of  the 
law,  and  so  twist  and  distort  it,  that  it  will 
shield  and  protect  him  in  his  work  of  crime 
find  death." 
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th<,t^-lJ%}T  •>"'*  ^^  ■«  ""Stance  of 
that,  sMd  Scnbner;  "  because  Mr.  Sweenev 
could  not  swear  positively  that  he  knew  It 
was  brandy,  ^d  not  cold  looffee,  his  e^Zn^ 
Wi^set  aside  by  more  than  half  the  jur^" 
"It  IS  with  this  law/'  said  Donaldson  "iust 

t"au:tTh?a*^?-'ir*"i*"'^'^«"--C 

whfJhi,  i  ?>  ^^t^.  '^°''"  °^'  ■*»  °'<J  bear  can 
whisk  his  tail  right  out  of  it.     And  I  think  it 

IS  fame  we  had  some  other  law ;    we  have  fid- 
died  on  com  stalks  long  enough  " 
'      "f"  we  can  do,"  said  the  major,  "is  to 
exert  ourselves,  by  using  all  the  influence  and 
Imp   ^'^""""^^  ""^  ^^>  to  get  the  Maine 

Scribne?''^  '"^  ^"^  "^  S'"^e  it,"  asked 

"As  to  that  I  can't  sav.     I  knnw  «  !«,.«.« 

numW  of  our,a.sembIymJn  aJe  fel^S' 

5r         """  "'"  *  '""^^  ■"""'''"  repliffi 

„,n'15^  °'*f  ^  S"""^'"  ^^'-^   Scnbner,   "the 
more  I  see  the  necessity  of  voting  tot  good 

morj:""!''^/'';!  ^TP^^''*^'  virtuous,^^ 
tectl'  in    °  ^}'V!'''''^""^  '"''ke  laws  to  pro- 

tion,  pauperism,  and  crime  which  are  the  con- 
sequences of  this  traffic. " 
"0,  it  is  lamentable  that  men  will  so  closelv 

know  it  inflicts  great  evils  upon  our  country." 
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"I  have  watched  the  workings  of  this  law 
for  twenty  years,"  said  Scribner;  "and  my 
experience  is,  that  it  is  next  to  an  impossibility 
to  convict  a  rumseller.  You  remember,  major, 
a  few  years  ago  Paul  Stevens  was  fined  fifty 
dallars,  and  he  carried  it  up  before  old  Judge 
Crane,  a  hard  drinker,  who  set  the  verdict 
aside  ?" 

"  Yes,  and  I  remember,"  replied  the  major, 
I*  that  I  once  complained  before  the  grand 
jury  of  Sam  Legget,  and  a  bill  was  found 
against  him.  The  district  attorney  came  and 
took  the  names  of  witnesses,  and  on  court  week 
went  to  them* separately  and  told  them  they 
might  go  home,  that  the  suit  would  not  be 
called.  After  they  were  gone  he  called  on 
the  case,  and  because  the  witnesses  were  not 
there  Legget  was  discharged." 

"  Why  did  he  do  thatr  asked  Donaldson. 

"  Because  his  sympathies  were  all  on  that 
side.  He  himself  was  a  drunkard,"  answered 
the  major. 

"That's  the  way  the  thing  works,  exactly," 
said  Scribner.  "  They  plead  for  rum,  and  rum 
keeps  them  in  office."" 
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CHAPTER    XI. 

THE   PETITION. 

There  are  periods  in  the  history  of  everv  «- 

When  Martin  Luther  stood  before  the  miehtv 
men  of  earth  at  the  Dietof  Worms,  he  feU  f  "a 
tune  that  the  cause  in  which  he  had  embark^ 
must  be  abandoned,  and  the  long,  dS^t^ 
Po^ry  continue  to  reign  unbrJen.  The  Hght 
of  God's  face  seemed  to  be  withdrawn,  ffis  fZth 
became  weak,  enemies  multipUed  aix)uid  Wm 
which  overcast  his  mental  horizon  ^th  dlS' 
portentous  clouds.    «  His  soul."  in  thr?anguTi' 
of  the  histonan,   "  was  like  a  shin  driven  bv^ 
violent  tempest,  rocked  from  side  to  Ide   Lt 

carried  up  to  heaven."  In  view  of  the  daneera 
that  encompassed  him,  and  the  immea^Sk 
evils  that  would  follow  if  he  had  fofM^! 
threw  himself  upon  the  earthTTnd  ttte^l 

understand  but  such  as  have   been  moved  bv 

Sf  ^"r^P**V  ^"^  ^'«  ^t-^^^al  truth  t^ 
make  efforts  to  reform  the  world. 
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John  Scribner  was  a  true  refonner.  The 
kind  and  general  impulses  of  his  nature  and 
his  love  to  God  led  him  to  engage  in  every 
work  of  reform.  He  did  so,  not  because  he 
looked  for  personal  benefit — not  because  he 
was  fond  of  contention  or  strife — ^not  because 
he  wished  to  make  himself  conspicuous,  as 
some  alleged — but  because  he  sympathized 
with  bleeding  and  suffering  humanity.  This 
was  the  secret  of  his  successful  career.  During 
the  years  he  labored  to  promote  the  cause  of 
temperance  in  the  town  of  Harwood,  his  life 
was  a  checkered  scene — ''halfmn,  half  shaded 
There  wei^  times  when  he  was  greatly  en- 
couraged, and  thought  he  was  almost  certain 
of  victory ;  when  suddenly,  on  account  of  the 
treachery  of  a  supervisor,  or  the  duplicity  of  a 
naagistrate,  licenses  were  granted,  which,  for  a 
time,  dispirited  him,  and  almost  dashed  his 
hopes  to  earth.  From  such  disappointments 
and  reverses  he  soon  recovered.  He  was  a 
man  of  strong  faith  in  God,  upon  whose  Spirit 
and  mighty  word  he  depended  for  success.  He 
had  no  confidence  in  any  reformation  which 
was  not  carried  forward  liy  the  gospel  of  the 
Son  of  God. 

After  Doty  returned  to  his  ruinous  business 
and  they  had  failed  to  convict  him  for  selling 
without  a  license,  Scribner  was  very  much  dis- 
couraged for  a  few  days.  He  saw  no  way  to 
check  the  fearful  ravages  of  intemperance  in 
his  town.     But  he  soon  recovered  from  his 
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ftfto^d^SrAr  ^-1  to  God 

intimate  friendf "  WW  'li,  ^l^^  *°  «» 
resumed  the  work  T^^Lb'^tbA  '? 
we  cannot  convict  Mm  Tx  neutJ'  iW 
license.    And  what  though  th^u?i<T*°"JJ 
over  us,  and  are  holding T  i^lw^      .*^"^* 
our  defeat     <  v^,  ,.    "8  »  JubUee  m  view  of 
our  aeieat.       yet  lives  our  PaoT  Mil  n  —j 
if  we  put  our  trust  in  H™    hf^    mi      ^"T* 
guide  tL  temperance^hif  to'  ^rt  .^"„5*'y 
as  well  aa  other  friends  of  Kuse  tt^T' 

law".    .WithXinTru^enSr^v  sawt: 
iierj  channels  could  be  n WtL     -^-fi?^  *^® 

eve|,4inglo^l7Kruat'  ""^^  «"^« 
Petitions  were  drawn  up  to  the  lerislat,™ 

&iterrrt*°o1"S:''V'^  ''  '^^^^ 

should  be  vhiM  l^Hi.         ^  ^^«  *^®  *o^ 

the  subiect    vS  •'^  to  arouse  attention  to 
Buoject,   which  would  prepare  the  way 


18 


206 


j   r' 


ill 


1) 


THE  MYSTERIOUS  PARCHMENT,  OR 


for  the  introduction  of  facts,  arguments,  and 
tracts,  with  which  they  were  careful  to  fill 
their  pockets. 

Donaldson  went  over  into  the  valley,  and 
before  he  commenced  his  labors  he  called  up- 
on an  old  friend  of  the  cause  whom  he  had 
not  seen  in  twenty  years. 

"How do  you  do,  uncle  Jabez  Quimby?" 
said  Donaldson  as  he  entered.  "  You  don't 
know  me,  I  guess,  do  you  ?" 

"  No,  I  don't  exactly,"  replied  father  Quimby, 
drawmg  down  his  spectacles  and  looking  sharply 

"  My  name  is  John  Donaldson." 

"What ! ,  the  John  Donaldson  that  went  to 
Georgia,  the  son  of  Jeremiah  Donaldson  ?" 

"It's  nobody  else." 

"Bless  you,  John ;  how  have  you  been  this 
long  time  ?"  asked  father  Quimby,  taking  him 
by  the  hand. 

"For  the  most  part,  I  have  been  well,  or  I 
couldn  t  have  stood  the  rough  and  tumble  of 
life  as  well  as  I  have." 

T  r-^0^7®  ^^"  ^^^®  ^^^^  ^^  stay  with  us  now, 
John  f 

"I  have  concluded  to  stop  with  you  a  while 
J^or  tne  last  twenty  years  I  have  tried  other 
parts  of  the  world ;  but  I  think  ^there's  no 
place  like  home. y 

"John,  I  am  right  glad  you  have  come  back 
amongst  us.  I  love  you  on  your  father's  ac- 
count. Your  old  father,  my  boy,  was  a  tried 
tnend  of  mme ;  and  I  have  felt  very  lonely 
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since  his  death,"  said  nnplo  T«v.«         x.     . 
were  stealing  d'owt hisS  "^  "^  **"  **»" 

_^Wa9  yon  with  him  when  he  died?" 
xes,  1  saw  him  breathe  hi«j  lna+      tr    ^'  j 
^  he  lived,  praying  for  the  p^JSty^/Jo;^ 

ciplSntU^e'dfedT.  *°  '^''^  '^"P^'--  P^"- 
wl^lZ  y°"' J°'"'."  said  father  Qnimby  "he 
rnllrthtVp'?.*^'^  ''"*  ^'^  ■^»"^*  «Je 

sid;^rttriSffev%'^^''  *'''*•    I  -«■ 
money.    Well  nnc  '    tJ'^*''''''.  """y  '""O""*  of 

Qnimbv"  wTtlf  r'*r  ^°'"  '"^"^  •'"  "^J^^d  father 
littkd V*  ^'^  •''^"'^  *°  his  ear,  being « 

rnmSn?"saTd  JohiT"?  '^  *°  P'^'^'^Wt 
«UA  ^^ '  ^  understand  now.  I  am  iwht 
tllT  n  ^'  '"r^^  '"'  *''^t  busine^^iLf  * 
Sit  ^""*'^'"^'''  ^^  "^^  ^-J^  tl«  pier 

bu«Sd\\Tl!*'  •^•^'!?  «'°^e  fi'^""  hfe  Beat, 
offonhisferAerit^^-^ 
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his  wife  insisted  npon  his  staying  until  after 
dinner.  While  it  was  being  prepared,  Donald- 
son and  uncle  Jabez  spent  theii*  time  in  talking 
over  old  matters,  as  friends  are  wont  to  do 
after  a  long  separation. 

**  Uncle  Jabez,  what  ever  became  of  the 
Schoolcraft  family  ? " 

"  O,  bless  you,  John,  it's  more  than  I  am 
able  to  tell.  I  can  tell  you  what  has  become 
of  some  of  them.  You  remember  where  they 
lived— down  on  the  flat,  on  what  went  by  the 
name  of  the  Baker  farm  ?" 

"  O,  yes ;  they  lived  there  when  I  left  home.*' 
"Schoolci'^ft  liked  whiskey,"    said    uncle 
Jabez ;  *'  and  to  have  it  cheap  and  plenty,  he 
budt  a  distillery  right  down  on  the  forks  of 
the  road,  by  the  stream.     He  run  in  debt  for 
1^  and  mortgaged  his  farm ;  and  in  less  than 
three  years  it  was  taken  from  him,  and  he  was 
a  .confirmed  drunkard.    It  was  shocking  to  see 
how  fast  he  went  down  after  he  got  started. 
And  that  was  not  the  woret  of  it,  John ;  he 
mined  his  neighbor  Morris  Shepard,who  signed 
with  him  at  the  bank  and  had  it  to  pay.    It 
was  distressing  to  see  his  family.    When  he 
mortgaged  his  fai-m,    he    reserved  an  acre 
where  his  distillerjr  stood,  which  was  all  he 
had  left.    After  his  farm  was  taken  from  him, 
his  family  moved  into  one  corner  of  the  distil- 
leiy,  which  was  partitioned  off  with  rouffh 
boards.     It  almost  killed  Mra.  (Schoolcraft. 
She  was  very  proud  spiiited,  you  know,  John.*' 
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came  of  the 


"Wel],uncleJabez,"a8kedJohn  what'^finoii 
became  of  Schoolcr^t  ?"  *  ^^^ 

a  Zn  ^yeai^^^^^^^^^     Toll  ft  '^^^^  ^-<i 
Som.sai5  he  d?ed   of'lLi^tLZd 

'aid^ber  Q^^^^^^^         ^^^^-^^  -y  .^:J: 

;;Did  be  die  here  in  this  place?'' 
^es ;  and  was  burried   ri^ht  back  ni  ih^ 
cbshllery,  on  alittle  rise  of  ground  ^^^^^ 
stick  or  a  stone  to  mark  fh«  r.io^'    ™nout  a 
ance  with  holy  .rCLt.^"^'^^  :^ 
of  the  wic/ced  shall  rot:  "  J°^     ^  '^  mmwry 

nl^J"^*  "^T^^  ^^  the  distillery?"  asked 
Donaldson.  «Iwas  past  there  a  few^l!^ 
ago,  and  saw  nothing  of  it."  ^  ^®^  ^^^ 

'*That  was   burned  some   veai-s  Ao-n     itr 
memojy  don't  serve  n,e  just  no'^ZXg '^^ 

state  prison  fox  tL  yS.^     ''°**'"=''^  *<>  *^« 
"mjTwrFr'''''-"  exclaimed   Donaldson 

3d'  '^i'^'^^*^'  J'^  ^o"W  cut  a  figure  Lth^ 
world.    He  was  a  veiy  smart  boy."        "'''''• 


^ 
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*;indeed,hedid  cut  a  figurs,"  said  father 
guunb^ "one  that  shocked  the  whole  comma- 
mty.  He  was  in  Jenks's  tavern  one  niffht, 
dnnking  and  gambling  with  some  base  youni? 
men.  They  got  into  aquan'el,  and  he  stabbed 
one  of  them  by  the  name  of  Woodruflf." 

*"  ^^-r^^^^—pom^le  r  Did  the  young 
man  die  V  asked  Donaldson.  ^ 

**0,  yes,  instantly." 

"What  was  done  with  Joshua  ?" 

"Nothing.  In  the  confusion  and  uproar  he 
made  hie  escape,  and  has  not  been  heard  of 
smoe. ' 

-  ".?»  T^,^**  wretchedness  rum  brings  upon 
famihes  r  exclaimed  Donaldson.    «WeIl,  uncle 
Jabez,  what  ever  became  of  the  daughters  ? 
There  were  two,  I  think— Susan  and  JM&rtha." 
1  declare,  John,  it's  most  gone  from  me  : 
yet  I  think  Mai-tha  manied  a  man  by  the 
name  of  Hervey.    He  was  steady  and  indus- 
toous ;  every  body  thought  Martha  had  done 
weu.    He  was  a  clerk  in  a  store  in  Albany, 
petting  eight  hundred  dollai-s  a  year.     When 
his  fether-m-law  started  his  distillery,  he  sent 
tor  Hervey  to  come. and  take  charge  it.    In 
1^  than  one  yeai-  he  drank  hard  ind  soon 
after  became  a  perfect  sot.    And  I    ,p,  t^ony 
to  say,  John,  he  abused  his  poor  wife  7'T».ai  ly 
xle  has  been  dead  a  long  time." 

JlPl^Tl  What  work  tippling  has  made 
with  that  femily!  Well,  Susanlwf  at  became 
ot  her  ?    Did  she  marry  ?'» inq uii-ed  Donaldson. 
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"O,  bless  you,  John,  she  married  a  »ww>r 
miserable  creature.     He  was  TSl  drinC 

mfrJ  ^  "Jt^"*'  l^'  ""d  "  soon  as  h"  WM 

h^^J^"  *Tu°^  ""  '«''t'»int     Even  on 
his  wedding  nde  he  got  so  drunk  he  fell  out 

d^ad     Z'rT  *°t  *«? 'picked  him  up  for 
d-ad.    Poor  Susan  had  a  hard  time  of  it    She 

rd^^^lT-"^  '"''^  *°  ^"PP"'*  her  little  Lay 

and  took  in  weaving,  sewing  and  washing  ^f 

have  known  her,  John,  to  sit  up^utt  to 

meet  her  engagements  with  people  aLd  to  l^ 

the  necessaries  of  life.     She  Jsed  to  te  withlut 

bread  sometimes  for  a  week.    One  timT  I  il 

member,  when  she  had  been  withourSead^ 

long  fame  she  went  over  the  way  there  to  mv 

neighbor  Johnson's  and  bought  h^f  a  bushel^ 

com  meal,  and  promised  to  pay  for  it  in  weav 

happy  thi.  her  chXn  rre^'^xtXpZ 
and  skipped  around  the  room  for  jo?  eS 

n?'cir^'  la  "T-^^aveSS 
ny  cajce.     bmce  that  day,  John,  I  have  known 

^  of  a  husb^J-  JkU'trraf  an" 
turned  ,t  out  to  Jenks  to  pay  his  lio^or  bm  " 
said  uncle  Jabez,  wiping?h^  t^Sl't 

•'  Si'l*  ^f  '\  ^'  ^V"^^  Donaldson. 

he  wm  JZ^l**^"^'* '  ^^y-  ^^"^ y°». John 
ne  wiU  take  any  thing  ftom  poor  faiiilieg  for 
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liquor,  He  knew  he  was  taking  the  last 
mouthful  of  bread  from  his  children  5  foi\  Susan 
followed  him,  and  begged  of  Jenks  with  tears 
noitotakeit.  She  told  him  it  was  all  she 
had  in  the  house  for  the  comfort  of  her  chil- 
dren. Her  children  followed  her,  crying  as  if 
their  little  hearts  would  break.  Tie  hard- 
hearted wretch  pushed  her  away,  and  told  her 
to  go  home  and  mind  her  own  business.  He 
said  he  had  a  legal  right  to  sell  to  her  husband, 
and  he  meant  to  have  his  pay  for  it.  Poor 
Susan  went  home  heart  broken  and  discour- 
aged, and  lived  only  a  short  time  after  it. 
And'I  have  no  doubt,  John,  she  has  gone  'where 
the  weary  are  at  rest,  and  the  wicked  cease 
from  troubling.' " 

"  Who  did  Susan  marry?"  asked  Donaldson. 
^  «  Let — ^ixie — see ;  his  name  was — Ring — Rig 
— Rigden.  Samuel  Rigden.  It  always  both- 
ers me  to  remember  it,"  said  uncle  Quimby. 

"  Well,  what  became  of  Mrs.  Schoolcraft  ?" 

"0,  the  poor  creature  is  in  the  county 
house.  She  is  deranged  on  accounts  of  her 
family  troubles." 

"  0,  dear,  dear  ! '  What  a  dreadful  enemy 
to  the  human  family  is  rum !  How  many 
bright  hopes  it  has  blasted  forever !"  said  Don- 
aldson. "  Well,  bear  with  me,  uncle  Jabez, 
while  I  ask  some  more  questions  about  old 
friends  and  associates." 

"  0,  certainly,  John.  Talking  up  these  old 
matters,  though,  gives  me  rather  unpleasant 
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^^^'   «"d  the  old  gentleman.  * 

What  became  of  Philip  Hopkins,  the  tanner  » 

-^e^ne,  you  recollect,  thatVorked  NicSs 

"  He  too,  John,  turned  out  very  bad  Vhii;^ 
was  naturally  a  good-hearted  ySmgman  S 
very  moral  industrious,  and  savinf  He  waf 
led  into  the  habit  of  drinking  by  thf  MatthJ,^ 
family  and  young  Schoolcilff^.  C  a  W 
*^'"the J^longed  to  the  temperance  s^i'tv^ 
but  he  hadn't  strength,  poor  feC  tHesfst 
,  tte  temptation  to  drink  W  when  preseZd 
Sffitw^"'"'^'--    f  ft-'he  ha^-bXnt^ 

£alA:SatltiUf-t'v^^ 

£^?  ^Sy-i--Tn  i 
w^fwsLT'°""^'^^'^™^-M'J»- 

jj^onawsOT,    Phihp  came  to  such  an  end  as 
that  ?    Was  there  anything  done  about  itr 

the  Sv     T^*^-"  **"'?^''*  '"lue^t  held  over 

deatb^^"-  ^*  •'"'y    *"^"e''t  in   that  his 

tet^^  r*??-'^  °°S'^"«nce  of  a  'mysterious  vii! 

'- jf .t"^"*  Providence,' "  saiduncle  Jate  " 

^^jhame  on  such  a  jury  as  that !     Who  were 
"Well,  if  my  memory  serves  me,  Jenks 
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was  one,  Doty  another,  and  Squire  Pettibone 
another.  The  others  I  cannot  recollect," 
answered  uncle  Jabez. 

"  No  wonder  they  brought  in  such  a  verdict. 
Jenks  and  Doty  murdered  him,  and  Squire 
Pettibone  licensed  them  to  do  it.  Well,  uncle 
Jabez,  what  ever  became  of  Reuben  Sturde- 
vant  ? — the  man  who  used  to  live  under  the 
hill  as  you  cross  the  flat  to  go  over  into  the 
Hawes  Settlement." 

"  Really,  John,  I  am  sorry  you  mentioned 
his  name.  I  never  think  of  him  without  deep 
sorrow  of  heart.  He  married  Mary  Quimby, 
mymece;  a  sweet  girl  she  was,  too.  Perhaps 
you  remember  he  clerked  it  in  Mr.  Neal's 
store.  He  had  free  access  to  liquor  there, 
formed  an  appetite  for  it,  and  became  very 
intemperate.  He  came  home  very  late  one 
night  from  Jenks's  tavern,  and  found  his  wife 
weeping.  With  terrible  oaths  he  commanded 
her  to  stop  crying.  She  could  ^ot,  and  re- 
monstrated. This  exasperated  him ;  he  struck 
her  to  the  floor,  and  with  a  sharp  knife  gashed 
her  flesh  and  hacked  her  limbs,  and  then  fled 
away,  leaving  her  h-alf  dead.  When  the  neigh- 
bors came  in  they  found  her  insensible,  and 
her  babe  sitting  by  her  side.  And  when  they 
uttered  exclamations  of  horror,  the  child  held 
up  its  hands,  covered  with  its  mother's  blood, 
and  wept,"  said  father  Quimby,  with  deep  emo- 
tion. 

"It  seems  to  me,  uncle  Jabez,  you  have  had 
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^°"  TtTwfK*'''  ^""t"^  °^  '•"»  «  this  town  " 

wretchedness."  ^"^  °^  ""^S'T  ajnd 

"  oX  i°h  ^  f  ?  ^^""'^  "^«  ««e'  that  ?" 
«  wu'^.*.'^"*  *^elve  hours." 
W^hat  became  of  Sturdevant?" 

put  Smin^ar  After  W""*^*^  ^-'  -«1 
a^ked  the  Sr  tw   k     ^'^^  ^°^^.  he 

When  he  «d"t  knhrhis"wft ex- 
claimed, with  astonishment  <BV.,T-n'-^*''" 
wife  r  and  sank  doZ  unon  thp^!f  "'."^  ""^ 
like  a  child.     Whpn  1.T  ^'  ""''  ^^pt 

Mary,  and  was  wSng'tor  atrhin'^fT** 
comfort;  but  rum  ruiiedhim     7„^«  f*»"  "^er 

turned  loose  uponthiTf  ttT'^'J'"' 
possibly  do  more  injury  than  tL  tl  "•"'''  ""* 

^«usw|w';rdtcSbeT*•^~-^ 

and  git   him"a° nie^r'^ f  '^'"'^  ^  ««  '^°"^«. 
Donaldson.  P"'*'^  "^  «^   "'"d."  said 

you  fort"  ''°  ""  ^'^''-     ««  ^'"  o«ly  abuse 

complment"  ''''"  "^"^^ '  ""^^  ^  ^"^  «tum  the 
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After  dinner,  Donaldson  took  leave  of  his 
old  friend,  and  walked  over  to  the  tavern.  He 
found  a  short,  thick-set  man  in  the  bar,  with 
dark  eyes,  heavy  whiskers,  and  a  large  shock 
of  hair  on  his  head,  giving  him  a  savage  ap. 
pearance,  which  corresponded  very  well  wiui 
the  idea  Donaldson  had  formed  of  Jenks. 
Around  the  fire  sat  three  or  four  sleepy, 
ragged,  dirty  beings,  who  looked  as  if  they 
had  been  disgorged  from  the  dark  regions  of 
pandemonium — such  a^  are  generally  found 
about  our  low  grog  shops,  waiting  for  the 
finishing  stroke  of  the  license  law.  One  was 
lying  on  the  floor  at  full  length,  drunk.  Two 
others  were  standing  at  the  bar,  taking  their 
drams  and  making  change. 

Donaldson  stepped  up  to  the  bar,  and  said, 
"  I  am  circulating  a  petition  to  the  legislature 
of  this  state  for  the  passage  of  the  Maine  law. 
I  didn't  know  but  you  would  like  to  put  your 
name  down." 

"  Well,  sir,  you  must  have  a  very  exalted 
opinion  of  my  judgment,"  said  Jenks. 

"Why  so?"  asked  Donaldson. 

"  Why,  to  think  I  would  be  such  a  fool  as 
to  put  my  name  to  such  a  paper  as  that,"  re- 
plied Jenks,  angrily. 

"  Why,  neighbor,  you  don't  understand  it ; 
it's  to  secure  a  law  to  stop  the  sale  of  intoxi- 
cating drinks;  or,  to  talk  plain  English,  to 
stop  men  from  making  paupers,  criminals, 
widows,   and  orphans,   and  from  increasing 
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taxation,  and  from  murdenna  men^  goi^ 
Donaldson,  with  much  emphasis  '         ^ 

of  f  >,^  f  i?"""  ^^^i^  insinuate  that  I  am  guilty 
of  the  thmgs  you  have  just  mentioned  ?"  !«ked 
the  angry  landlord,  walking  towards  bon^d 

fr«ffln  ?'^-  ^  ^T  ^^"  ^®®»  engaged  in  the 
^.r  "^quired  Donaldson.         ^  5  u  m  ine 

"Fifteen  years." 

"  Well  sir,  then  I  must  charge  unon  vmi  «. 

7"  "^""V^r  you  to  come  Jd^c^^me 
of  things  which  are  not  true.     You  noTanv 

etrb^en°dr/-""*  ^^^  '"^^^  ^^»*"- 
ever   oeen  done  in  my  house  of  which  vou 

have  accused  me,"  replied  Jenks,  in  a  W 

Suppose  you  go  with  me  down  to  the 
graveyard  aad  I  will  point  out  Ze  JZ 
f/°«"g  Woodrufi;  who  was  stalMify'Z 

hlf-   ,^'»T'^*'^^''1°<"^?    HaveyouwafS 
it^ll  outranked   Donaldson,   looking  ^t^ 

"That  was  none  of  m^  doings.     Thev  eot 

Sufv.*l-T''  ''"^   S«hoolcrail  stabbedtiT' 
said  the  mdignant  landlord.  ' 

^^^'a  guess  your  Ml  porridge  got  into  them 

iolI^LT\  °"®  °*'  ^^^  '•wlicals-^old-water  - 
tools,  that  charge  every  thing  to  liquor." 
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"  If  you  will  go  with  me,"  continued  Donald- 
son, "  I  will  point  out  to  you  poor  Sturdevant's 
grave;  yes,  and  the  grave  of  his  poor  innocent 
wife,  whom  he  murdered  while  under  the  influ- 
ence oiyorwr  rum.'' 

"  Leave  my  house,  you  scoundrel  !"exclaimed 
Jenks,  in  a  loud  and  angry  tone. 

"What  is  the  matter  of  ^A«<  man?"  asked 
Donaldson,  pointing  to  the  snoring  drunkard 
on  the  floor. 

"  I  didn't /o^-ce  him  to  drink,"  replied  Jenks, 
with  a  violent  shake  of  the  fist. 

"Suppose  you  didn't.  You  took  advantage 
of  his  appetite  for  his  money,  and  drunken- 
ness is  the  consequence.  And  you  are  just  as 
guilty  for  taking  away  that  man's  reason  as 
though  you.had  bored  a  spike  gimlet  into  his 
head,  and  God  will  hold  you  responsible  for  it," 
continued  Donaldson,  with  much  earnestness. 

"  You  needn't  read  any  more  of  your  moral 
essays^  in  my  house ;  I  don't  want  to  hear 
them,"  said  Jenks,  turning  away. 

"  That's  the  reason  I  like  to  read  them  to 
you.  Do  you  remember  poor  Phil  Hopkins  ? 
—•the  man  you  turned  out  of  doors.  Do  you 
remember  how  cold  stiff  and  he  was  the  next 
morning  when  found  under  Mr.  Janewav's 
cowshed  ?"  ^ 

"  Phil  was  a  better  man  than  you  ever  was," 
retorted  Jenks. 

"  That's  not  the  question.  Do  you  remem- 
ber where  he  took  his  last  drink  ?" 


!"  exclaimed 


^ou  remem- 
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leave  voJ^^I.  """*'  ^''-  ^^''^''  then  I  wiU 

Sam  Rigden  for  rl  "T>    ^  *^™  ■"«»'  fi^^ 
hisw4leadS,ou^Jtn7-5^^ 

you  ^Ixclai^^T'  l°"  '^"^"  •'    I  ^oJi't  hear 
L  «ir  ^,?S- J^opened  the  door 

CORN  MEAL  !"  ^^^ '      ^^IGDEN's 

.    "  ^<^^e,  now,  neighbor,  therp  flin'f  o>,. 
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*'  Well,  you  take  a  strange  way  to  enjoy  it,** 
said  Donaldson,  leaving  the  room. 

One  of  the  men  present  followed  him  out  of 
doors,  and  said,  "  Stranger,  see  here;  now,  I 
know  what  you  have  said  is  true  ;  but  what 
can  I  do  to  reform  ?  You  see  my  situation : 
I  have  no  coat  to  my  back,  no  hat,  no  com- 
fortable shoes,  and  what  is  still  worse,  no 
character." 

"  I  will  tell  you  what  to  do,"  said  Donaldson. 
"  Follow  the  example  of  Zene  Huff.  Cale  Mor- 
timer, and  Sam  Crowfoot.  Then  you  will  be 
free,  and  your  family  will  have  enough  to  eat 
and  wear,  and  will  be  happy." 

"  Do  you  think  they  will  hold  out  ?"  asked 
the  poor  man  with  trembling  anxiety. 

"To  be  sure  they  will.  Their  families  are 
comfortable  and  happy,  their  children  go  to 
school,  and  they  are  respected." 

"  If  you  can  do  any  thing,"  said  the  poor 
man,  in  tears,  "to  help  me  break  away  from 
this  terrible  appetite,  I  can  never  be  thankful 
enough." 

Donaldson  was  very  deeply  affected  by  his 
touching  appeal.  Being  a  noble,  generous- 
hearted  man,  whose  life  had  always  been 
devoted  to  acts  of  kindness  and  benevolence, 
he  wept  like  a  child.  He  was  one  of  the  few 
who,  from  the  commencement  of  the  reform, 
blamed  the  rumseller,  and  sympathized  with 
the  drunkard.  He  was  well  prepared,  there- 
fore, to   hear  the  tale   of  woe   of  this  poor, 
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0,  yes,  sir,  I  am  will.-l5'     The  nnnr 
was  so  overcome  h,r  kt^  i  •  j  ,    P^^^  ^^^n 

not  8DP«r    aT   -^   u  ^^ndness  that  he  could 

willing  to  do  all  I  can  to  refom  "     '      ^  ""^ 

induSt  gr;4°;ouV  "^^^  -  you 
"  I  don't  know,  sir  " 

I  will  be  Se  fid  hrir*' -i*"^'  Quimby's? 

Huff  and  So^t.teeTwm^^f^^^^ 
hap^y  and  eomfortkble  tS  feSes  C^^ 

Donaldson  went  on  seS^  P*^'^  "«^- 
potition,  feeling  that  ifh!  ^  .T"*®"  *°  !»•« 
breaking  that  ?»w  '     k  •  x  """^'^  ''"<=«eed  in 

.        ^^awholelif^XitS-d^Lir 
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CHAPTER    XII. 

THE  ISSUE. 

"  (I  sec)  to  argue  'Kaiiwt  the  grain, 
Or  like  the  stjirs,  incline  men  to  • 

What  they're  avcixo  theniHelves  t.)  do  ; 
For  when  diBputes  arc  wearied  out, 
'TiH  iNTKRKHT  Htiil  irvolveH  tho  doubt. 

As  we  have  already  informed  the  reader,  John 
Scribner  went  into  the  lower  part  of  the  town 
that  originally  went  by  the  name  of  "  Harwood 
Setttlement." 

While  engaged  in  circulating  his  petition,  he 
fell  m  company  with  the  Hon.  Leverett 
Morrison,  a  legal  gentleman,  of  some  celebrity 
of  character.  Mr.  Scribner  very  soon  discov- 
ered that  he  was  warmly  opposed  to  the  Maine 
law.  His  objections  were  urged  on  the  ground 
of  its  unconstitutionality.  He  was  a  strong 
politician,  and  partook  largely  in  his  character 
^  the  low,  intriguing,  truckling  demagogue. 
He  had  several  times  been  elected  to  office,  for 
which  he  was  more  indebted  to  rum  and  fraud 
than  to  the  favor  of  the  people.  In  one 
instance,in  particular,he  was  detected  in  leaving 
money  with  the  landlords  of  Harwood,  for  the 
purpose  of  buying  votes.  It  was  not  strange 
that  such  a  man  should  affect  to  believe  the 
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Maine  law  unconstitutional.     Nor  is  it  «f  r»r, 
that  thousands  like  him,  alIovfrou;fa^d  wto 
are  dependent  on  rum  and  fraud  for  ^H  hi 

dr"*'Tr^  P-claim'^SnatS^bi 

»andfcrvz:s/s:r 

tTi*:nS^?£;irr  to  d^^i;: 

stitutionnl      TK^    1    •  *^  renounce  as  uncon- 

annually  fifty  rhousa;,d  drunS  frlt;"?^ 
mature  and  dishonored  Rrave   and  o7^„L^ 

geaee  plenty  and a«.mhffitrde/haZS 
mto  many  thousand  families,  fails  enSvT 
move  the  hearts  of  that  class  of  men  TW 
pohtical  gamesters  seem  to  be  linked  togetW 
to  perpetuate  a  public  sentiment  which  kads 
honest  men  •  with  heavy    taxes     mi.ItinH! 

ft;  oT'iirr^'  ^-^  -S(k  S^ti 

victims      B,^f  f     "S.-""^^   "»°"''»d«  °f  its 
victims.     But  for  this  class  of  men  in  our 

country,  a  prohibitory  law  would  Zn  te  nr^ 

cured,  and   the   terrific  channels  oTflre  S 

death  would  be  checked.     But  everywh^ 

from  the  lowest  intriguing  demagogue   un  to 

^e  most  noisy  brawling  ^iticianf  4  ai^Ll 

with  the  cry,   "unoonstitutioml  .'""munU,^ 

whtf  """1  7f.  '""S   established    uS 
which  IS  calculated  to  blind  and  misleSe 

^t:^f'f":!f  '"r"^«  and    tohSrSn 
the  taends  of  the  reform.     Let  it  be  remem 

bered,  therefore,  that  Mr.   Morriso^  TZ 
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repreBentative  ol'  thousaiidH  now  in  the  State 
ot  New  York  who  oppose  the  law  on  the  aJWed 
ground  of  its  being  unconstitutional. 

" I  am  circulating,"  said  Scribner,  "a  peti- 
tion  to  the  legislature  for  the  Maine  law.  Will 
you   allow   me  the  pleasure  of  adding  your 

]^,^a  would  be   glad  to  do  so,"  said  Morrison, 
11  my  honest  convictions  of  duty  were  not  in 
the  way. 

1  Ju^"  *^""  ^^^^  objections  to  it  ?" 
I  nave,  sir.  No  one  deplores  drunkenness 
more  than  I;  and  no  one  can  desire  more  than 
1  that  the  horrible  evils  of  intemperance 
may  be.  met  and  prevented.  I  often  veil  Mose 
Whipple  and  Phil  Saxbury  that  they  are  fools 
to  spend  so  much  of  their  money  and  time  at 
the  taverns.'  . 

"That  is  all  very  good,  Mr.  Morrison,  so  far 
^  It  goes      But  do  you  think  these  men  will 

w'i^.r^^T^'  Y}^^  ^^^  temptation  remains 
before  them  to  allure  and  overcome?  Is  it 
not  morally  certain,  that  just  so  long  a^  men 
B^  licensed  to  sell  it  by  the  drink,  just  so  long 
these  men  will  be  mtemperate  ?  And  is  it 
not  certain,  too,  that  others  will  be  raised  up 

hSs  r    ^  ^^  '^^""^  ^^^  ^  ^^^  ^^^^ 

"Well,  we  have  a  very  good  law   now.     I 

cant  see  the  propriety  of  consuming  time  in 

the  legislature  to  procure  a  new  law,  while  we 

nave  one  that  answers  every  purpose." 
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enacted."  ^"''^  •""  <'"<'«  <=ould  nSt  be 

have?"  ^^  '^°"  *  ^°"  "*'  what  law  you 

ed  y  to  eiiforco  if  „nf;i  Ik       *"   '"®*^  f^ijeat- 

And  just  becau^  Sriclswee'nT"'^*^' 

vveii,  but  you  must  be  carpfnl  in  «.^+^- 
testimony.     You   shonTrl  ^1  ^^^^^"^  m  getting 

vvny,  get  men  who  buy  the  lianor    ^k 
caji  swear  positively  what  it  wa^    iTZ'  ^^"^ 
yon  can  succeed  "  ^'-  ■^'^  *^'«  ^^^ 

memory.    W^hipple,the  other  day,hardlv 
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knew  whether  he  bought  any  or  not ;  he  '  be- 
lieved he  did/ but  he  thought  he  didn't  pay 
tor  it.  And  when  we  have  succeeded  in  get- 
ting good  witnesses,  and  have  fined  them,  you 
know  very  well  how  it  has  turned  out.  As  a 
general  thing  they  have  appealed,  and  on  ac- 
count of  a  drunken  judge,  or  district  attorney, 
the  verdict  has  been  set  aside,  as  in  the  case 
ot  old  Paul  Stevens  before  Judge  Crane." 

"Yes,  I  know,  Scribner,  there  are  difficulties 
to  be  encountered;  but  in  my  judgment  it  is 
better  to  have  the  law  lean  on  the  side  of  mercy. 
I  think  a  prohibitory  law  would  be  exceedingly 
imjust  a^d  oppressive.  There  are  agreat  many 
men  who  have  invested  their  capital  in  distil- 
leries, breweries,  and  suitable  buildings  for 
keeping  tavern.  If  you  get  the  law  you  are 
asking  for,  it  will  ruin  that  class  of  men." 

"  W^ll,  suppose  it  does ;  isn't  it  better  that 
they  should  be  ruined  in  their  business,  than 
to  have  them  rum  hundreds  and  thousands  of 
others  byi  their  business. 

"I  think,  Scribner,  the  law  you  want  will 
be  cruelly  oppressive." 

"What  is  law  for?.  Is  it  to  protect  the 
week  against  the  strong,  or  is  it  to  arm  the 
strong  and  lawless  with  fearful  power  to  de- 
stroy the  weak  and  defenceless  ?  Talk  about 
leaning  on  the  side  of  mercy !  Where  does  the 
present  license  law  lean,  Morrison  ?  Does  it 
not  throw  a  broad  shield  over  the  guilty  heads 
of  rumsellers,  to  protect  them  in  robbing  the 
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ing  and  wZr  ""*  lamentation,  wail- 

it  'Sw' rS'^lfof  "«^•^?70u^otthink 

legislature  to  Ta^s^  ul«naw°-'"''f  '"  *^« 
must  necessariL  turn  llv  nl~''  '""^  ^^''t 

emplo^ent,an^reduce"h^i^eSrfir  "' 
cent    If  not  totally  annihilate  itT    '  ^^'^^' 

a  long  time  •  now  i  nf  .  •      5"l°^«g  fortunes 

.ana^ltt^n-ir-^^^^^^ 
"  WpII     "-^   T*  *^  ®^^^'^  such  a  law  " 

topSLtv;nsttvi/£^r:? 

have   they  not  D^wp?      a"  **'°"«and  to  sell, 

tionaJrS  to  nmhTw/  ^?P  "''"  *•"«  ^^^^ti*"' 

"I  thfnk  not'^'^nilCT  ''''^«'" 
the  sale,  not  destrov^      T    "^^  ^  "^gulate 

la-  that  wiutSe  th^^r^rSf /-- 
lature,  no  doubt,  has  a  riffht  ^^  ®  '^^^ 

a.  they  have,  fr^m  time  ?o  time'^t  ^^  ^''' 
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horse-racing,  and  cock-fighting.  Do  you  not 
know,  Morrison,  that  notwithstanding  all  the 
tinkering  and  lawmaking  upon  the  question 
for  two  hundred  years,  intemperance  has  been 
increasing,  and  is  now  running  rampant  over 
the  land  ?    And  yet  ym  are  for  regulating  it !" 

"  As  I  understand  the  Constitution  of  the 
United  States,  this  is  all  that  can  be  done," 
said  Morrison,  with  much  warmth. 

"  There  is  nothing  in  the  constitution  of  the 
general  government  against  such  a  law.     You 
are  aware,  Mr.  Morrison,  that  Congress  pro- 
hibited the  sale  in  the   District  of  Columbia 
duriig  the  cholera  season.     Now,  if  they,  un- 
der the  Constitution,   had  a  right  to  pass  a 
prohibitory  law  in  the  District  of  Columbia, 
will  it  be  a  violation  of  the  constitution  for 
our  legislature  to  pass   a  similar  law  for  this 
state  ?    And  you  are  aware,  I  suppose,  that 
Congress  has  passed  a  law  prohibiting  the  in- 
troduction and  sale  of  ardent  spirits  in  the 
Indian  territories.     Now,  if   the  passage  of 
that  law  was  not  a  violation  of  the  constitu- 
tion, will  it  be  unconstitutional  for  our  legis- 
lature to  pass  a  law  prohibiting  the  sale  in 

this  state?" 

"  What  Congress  did  in  the  cases  to  which 
you  have  referred  was  all  very  proper.  It  was 
thought  at  the  time  that  the  free  use  of  spirits 
made  the  people  unhealthy,  and  prepared  the 
way  for  the  scourge ;  and  that  it  exasperated 
the  Indians,  and  made  them  more  warlike  and 
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"  Well  sir  Tf  if  T  i'??.  •'"'"  ''*^<'  referred." 

dian  territories,  most  clearly  itTiU  w  t" 
unconstitutional  to  prohibit  if  in  n!  , 

states."  iToniDit  It  in  the  several 

1  Zffi!'  '\PT?'';  b"t  it  seems  to  me  that 

without  givingThetr^iTarr  trr"^' 

ness  a  chance  to  turn  themseW'  '"'" 

have  nrrLhTr'"*  ^"^  •''"^  ^°''^'  t^en  we 
oveTthroVtL*^  eSS-forThaTr"  *? 
only  been  estabKshed  Co'  hundS  vi"bv 
common  consent,  but  six  thous^d    T&th 

^^s^^Ara^iv:?iSds 

Son    aL    ;•  '"":'^"S  ^^  *^  present  a2 
tation,   and   discontinue   their  ruinous   aSd 
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oppressive  business  ?  If  you  can  tell  of  any 
way  whereby  they  can  be  prevailed  upon  to 
abandon  their  traffic,  we  will  be  obliged  to 
you;  for  that  will  save  us  the  trouble  of  pro- 
curing the  Maine  law." 

"  Use  moral  suasion  ;  that  will  do  it.  The 
work  accomplished  in  that  way  will  save 
much  hard  feeling  and  wrangling;  and,  be- 
sides, it  is  more  effective  and  abiding  than 
legal  force." 

"  Moral  suasion  !  You  might  as  well  talk  of 
stilling  a  tempest  or  controlling  a  maniac  by 
moral  considerations  as  to  move  the  rumsel- 
lers  of  the  present  day  by  moral  siumIou.  You 
may  appeal  to  them  in  view  of  all  the  horrors 
of  their  traffic,  and  they  will  laugh  at,  abuse, 
and  ridicule  you.  Moral  suasion  has  done  all 
it  can  do  for  this  class  of  men.  The  rumsel- 
lers  of  this  age  are  the  fag  ends  of  a  ruined 
humanity,  out  of  whom  the  last  particle  of 
tenderness  has  been  driven  by  avarice.  They 
will  not  be  moved  by  any  motive  that  can  be 
presented.  They  have  been  pressed  down  by 
guilt  and  crime  to  that  strata  of  society  where 
moral  influences  seldom,  if  ever,  reach  them. 
Money  is  their  object ;  to  secure  which  they 
deliberately  rob  men  of  reason,  health,  reputa- 
tion, and  property  ;  and  yet  ycrn  are  for  having 
the  law  lean  on  the  side  of  mercy !" 

"Scribner,  you  may  say  what  you  please  about 
the  character  of  these  men  and  their  business; 
all  that  does  not  touch  the  question  of  right  in 
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has  no  right  to  selHt  fn  ./^     '  ""^^  ""«'  ''"* 
"  Tf,„l   •   ^u  "*  °*°^''«  as  a  beverage  " 

Ihat  IS  the  same  thine     Ar^r,r^;3* 
your  own  understanding  of  the  utT^   ^  *° 

not  that  your  idea  of  it  ?"  ^ 

mechanical  purpls  "    ^^  ^°'  '"^"^"='"^1  '»•«' 
po3^rSi^r^'''  M»^°tity  for  the  pur- 

-i  Yte  ™°i,~' >•■""•,  ■<>  "y  ti..i 

"T^  k«        ^Jueiiy  unjust  and  oppressive  " 
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dies  and  plates  for  making  it,  no  matter  how 
much  they  cost  the  owner ;  do  you  think  that 
is  an  unjust  and  oppressive  law?  We  have 
laws  which  prohibit  men  from  dealing  in  lot- 
tery tickets,  tainted  meats,  and  all  contraband 
goods  ;  do  you  consider  'hnBe  '  cruelly  unju»t 
and  oppressive?' " 

"  I  understand  all  thai.  But  bring  up  as 
many  laws  as  you  will  of  that  stamp,  they  do 
not  change  the  character  or  severity  of  the 
law  you  are  asking  for  in  the  least.  It  is  ma- 
nifestly unconstitutional,  and  every  man  of 
intelligence  must  see  it  so,"  said  Morrison 
sharpl}. 

"  You  have  harped  a  good  deal  on  the  uncon- 
stitutionality of  the  law;  now,  have  the  good- 
ness to  tell  me  wherein  it  is  so." 

"  Well,  sir,  that  I  will  do.  The  constitution 
of  the  United  States  gives  to  Congress  the 
power  of  regulating  foreign  commerce.  Con- 
gress has,  by  law,  authorized  the  importation 
of  spirituous  liquors  The  law  which  you  pro- 
pose comes  in  collision  with  that  law,  and 
thus  subverts  its  constitutional  power." 

"  Your  argument,  Mr.  Morrison,  would  ap- 
pear more  plausible  if  it  referred  to  the  whole 
trade  in  spirits.  But  it  does  not ;  it  only 
covers  importations,  which  is  less  than  one  sixth 
of  all  that  is  sold  in  our  country.  Granting, 
therefore,  the  validity  of  your  argument, — 
which  I  do  not, — when  you  confine  it  to  impor- 
tations, it  has  but  little  weight." 
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yo;' K ri  iJ^!  matter  appears  to 
law  would  conteavene  tht  W  f  r***  '"""^  * 
the  can«tit„«o,  ^^S/sSr^  ^' 

liquor  upon  anv  nf  ti,/  1  '2'™"'^  tnesaleof 

wLh  is VtKnJh'***^-     ™^  <='"»«"«, 

light  upon  the  subTct"^;  T^  *'"'«''  «>«« 
gated  to  the  UnitSi  sjV  ,  ^T  ^"^^^  not  dele- 

or  proMbked  wit  to^  ^V}""  constitution, 

point.     Bv  anlpf  nf  r?  "^^^^''^^  illustrates  this 

pereon  to  introduce  an,?  1,1m  ^u"*"^  ^°'  *"y 
But  I  believe  thfi!>v^*-°^'^  *^«""  as  slavei. 
that  tlT  I  objection  was  never  mW 

their  impoSon."  """  "^  ^''"^''^^  '^"^"g 

have    studiouSy  avoWed     °r    ''^'^    T" 
tave    the     po^^'S^lS^"^- £' 
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with,  foreign  nations,  and  among  the 
several  states,  and  with  the  Indian  tnbes.' 
That  certainly  says  that  Congress  sJmll  have 
power  to  regulate  commerce  among  the  states. 
Now,  if  Congress  has  passed  a  law  allowing 
the  importation  of  liquoi's  into  the  country,  it 
is  plainly  implied  in  this  passage  that  every 
state  law  interfeiing  with  or  contra veneing  the 
sale  of  that  liquor  in  the  several  states  is  un- 
conetitutional." 

"The  phrase,  *  among  the  several  states,' 
has  always  been  understood  as  meaning  *&©- 
tween^state  and  state/  and  never  as  touching 
internal  trade  between  citizens  of  the  same 
state.  By  turning  to  Story's  celebrated  Com- 
mentary on  the  Constitution,  you  will  find  the 
following :  *  Commerce  among  the  states  means 
commerce  which  concerns  more  states  than 
one.  It  is  not  an  apt  phrase  to  indicate  the 
mere  interior  traffic  of  a  single  state.  The 
completely  internal  commerce  of  a  state  may 
be  properly  considered  as  reserved  to  tJw  state 
itself.^  It  is  very  plain,  therefore,  that  the 
clause  in  the  constitution  under  consideration 
has  no  reference  whatever  to  any  law  which 
an  individual  state  may  enact  to  control  a 
business  or  traffic  internal  to  itself  And  it 
seems  to  me  that  no  legal  gentleman  of  stand- 
ing would  peril  his  reputation  by  giving  a  con- 
trary opinion." 

"  You  are  paying  quite  a  compliment  to  my 
legal  knowledge,"  said  Moriison,  sneeringly. 
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^ving  a  con- 


by"pShi*lr  y".".'"^«-d  your  reputation 

1 2!  do  when7  :rntt  ^'  "^  '"""^  -J"** 
where  laWn  K^^ikl?^  ^.^  '"  wi-cumstances 

"Yon  know,  I  suppose,  Mr.  Morrison  tl,.* 
upTS  glMaasacl^asett.  carriedllil  i' 

against  them ;  in  other  Words  thTlaw  1 
pronounced  constitutional.  And  ^  m7 
WeW  was  asked  what  he  thought  of  th." 
decision,  his  reply  was,  'Gentlemef  if  T  h^ 
been  on  the  bench,  I  should  h^e  made  th^ 
same  decision.'  It  is  veiT  clear  thL^  J^^ 
in  the  opinion  of  that  cLSded  If'  *'""' 
a  law  to  pi-ohibit  the  sale  of  ar£  spwST' 
beverage  in  the  state  is  not  unt^S^^^?; 

makes  cost«,  and  creates  unpSaTf  L^  ^''^• 
neighborhoods,  which  ougK^o„^t^«^ "" 
one  of  the  impropriety  J  it,  t„  s"  X  ^^^ 
Moral  suasion  should  be  emp  oved  and  nn?l 
ga  en^tmeni.,  to  cany  foiSS^^^.'^ 

th,Att:;s A:ire  rthfwar ^^^ 

besides.  If  ,t  IS  unconstitutional  to  supj-ess  the 
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traffic  by  law,  it  is  no  less  so  to  do  it  by  moral 
suasion.  In  other  words,  if  the  law  of  Con- 
gress which  allows  the  importation  makes  it 
the  duty  of  the  several  states  to  buy  and  use 
it,  then  a  law  to  suppress  the  traffic  in  those 
states  is  no  more  unconstitutional  than  the  use 
or  employment  of  moral  suasion  is  to  suppress 
it.  The  truth  is,  Morrison,  if  your  position  is 
correct,  then  every  temperance  organization  is 
unconstitutional,  and  every  lacturer  is  guilty 
of  opposing  the  constitution  of  his  country. 
Indeed,  if  you  are  correct,  then  no  man  has 
any  right  to  persuade  his  neighbor  or  son  to 
abandon  the  use  of  liquor,  for  it  tends  indi- 
rectly to  lessen  the  demand  for  importation." 

"  Really,  you  are  getting  (juite  captious ;  you 
seem  to  be  in  one  of  your  hair-splittm^  moods." 

"  Not  at  all ;  I  only  want  to  run  tnings  out 
to  their  legitimate  conclusions." 

"  Well,  Scribner,  suppose  you  get  the  Maine 
law  this  winter,  what  will  you  do  ?" 

"Sustain  it,  for  one  thing,  and  enforce  it  to 
the  letter." 

"  That  can't  be  done.  You  can't  enforce  it 
in  this  town.  The  opposition  to  it  would  be 
so  great  that  you  would  need  a  standing  army 
around  every  grocery  and  tavern  in  town  to 
carry  it  through." 

"  If  what  you  say  is  true,  Morrison,  most 
certainly  we  need  such  a  law.  This  is  a  veiy 
good  reason  why  we  should  have  the  law.  If 
men  have  become  so  depraved  as  to  resist  a  good 
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law,  that  is  the  very  reason  why  you  and  every 
other  good  citizen  should  labor  for  it.  ft 
would  not  be  good  policy  to  withhold  law 
from  gambling  because  it  would  stir  up  oppo- 
sition ;  or  from  piracy  because  it  would  lead 
to  bloodshed.  But  you  are  not  correct.  It 
am  be  sustained  and  enforced.  It  has  been 
done  in  several  of  the  states,  and  can  be  in  this. 
The  people  are  not  less  law-abiding  than  in 
other  states." 

"  Well,  suppose  you  get  it  and  enforce  it, 
what  practical  benefit  will  result  from  it  f ' 

"  Mr.  Morrison,  there  is  no  such  thing  as 
measuring  the  good  which  will  result  from  it 
in  a  very  short  time.  In  the  firet  place,  it 
would  greatly  reduce  our  taxes.  According 
to  a  'Very  safe  calculation,  moiv  than  two- 
thirds  of  tfixation  in  consequence  of  pauperism 
and  crime  is  the  result  of  intemperance.  It 
appears  from  official  returns  made  to  the  secre- 
tary of  the  State  of  New- York,  that  the  cost 
of  pauperism,  in  1849,  was  eight  hundred  and 
seventeen  thousand  four  hundred  and  forty- 
one  dollars.  Of  this,  six  hundred  and  seventy 
thousand  one  hundred  and  forty-three  dollars 
were  set  down  to  intemperance.  It  would 
prevent  an  astonishing  amount  of  human  suf- 
fering. There  is  no  class  on  earth  which 
suffers  so  much  as  the  drunkard  and  his 
family.  Who  can  estimate  the  amount  of 
privation,  want,  hunger,  cold,  nakedness,  op- 
pression,  cruelty,   and   physical   and  mental 
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agony  that  the  inebriate's  family  suffers,  and 
all  in  consequence  of  the  legalized  traffic  in 
rum?   All  this,  Mr.  Morrison,  the  Maine  law 
would   prevent.      The    sale    of    intoxicating 
drinks  is  the  procuring  cause  of  nine-tenths  of 
the    blasphemy,     Sabbath     breaking,    street 
brawls,  assaults  and  batteries,  and  defiance  of 
God   and   hiB   holy  gospel.     Stop  the  sale  of 
liquor,  and  a  change  would  follow  immediately 
in  the  diminution  of  crime.     '  Of  the  one  hun- 
dred and  eighty    thousand  six   hundred   and 
forty-six  persons  committed  in  six  years  and  a 
half,  eighteen   thousand   seven   hundred  and 
ninety-three  were  for  assault     and   battery; 
twenty-five  thousand  one  hundred  and   sixty- 
four  for  disorderly  conduct ;  two  thousand  six 
hundred    and   forty-five   for  fighting   in   the 
street ;  forty-four  thousand  three  hundred  and 
eighty-three  for  intoxication  ;  thirty-five  thou- 
sand and  forty-eight  for  intoxication  and  disor- 
derly conduct ;  fourteen  thousand  eight  hun- 
dred for  vagrancy — m^aking  one  hundred  and 
forty  thousand  seveij  hundred  and  eighty-three 
for  offences  resulting  almost  entirely  from  the 
use   of  liquors   legally   sold  in   dram  shops.' 
From  these  vestibules  of  hell  men  come  forth 
at  all  times  of  night,  prepared  to  fight,  fire 
buildings,  excite  street  brawls,  and  to  commit 
murder.     The  Maine  law  will  put  an  end  to 
all  this  immediately.     It  would  reform  every 
inebriate  in  the   land,   and   save  thousands  of 
young    men    from    becoming  drunkards;    it 
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^ph^  r."^/^'r'  ^«"^^«^^>  '"»^  plenty  into  the 
inebnates  family,  Have  the  Sabbath  from  dese- 
cration  m  many  thou-sands  of  low  groffLreries 
anc  recommend  the  religion  of  Jesus  Christ  to' 
multitudes  who  are  now  so  stupefied  that  thev 
have  no  strength  of  mind  to  reform,  or  even  to 
think  of  death,  judgment,   and  eternity.     All 
this  the  Maine  law  would  do  and  vastly  more  " 
All  that  18  very  well,  Mr.   Scribner :  but 
he  way  you  propose  to  get  the  law  is  carrviiiff 
the  matter  into   politics.     I   think    all  moral 
ciuestions  and  reforms  should   be  kept  out  of 
politics  entirely."  ^ 

"This  question,  Mr.  Morrison,  is  already  in 
politics,  and  has  been  for  many  years.  You 
imdersta«d  very  well  the  efforts  the  rumsellers 
of  this  town  put  forth  every  spring  to  elect 
men  who  will  grant  licenses.  What  is  that 
but  carying  the  matter  into  politics  ?  And 
now  because  we  ask  the  legislature  for  a  pro- 
hibitory law,  the  welkin  is  made  to  rin-  from 
one  end  of  the  State  to  the  other  with  the 
^oUtics ' ''^^    ^^^    carrying    temperance    into 

"It  is  both  natural  and  right  for  men  to 
light  in  self-defence.  Rum  dealers  go  to  the 
ballot  box  to  retain  their  rights,  because  you 
and  other  fanatics  go  there  to  deprive  them  of 
their  long-established  privileges.  Thai,  cer- 
tainly, IS   nothing   wrong,   for  you  and  your 

party   are   the  aggressors—the   active  assaiU 
ants, 


240 


THE  MYSTERIOUS  PARCHMENT,   OR 


I 


I 


"  Very  well ;  to  the  ballot  box  it  is  then. 
Let  both  parties  have  an  equal  chance  at  the 
ballot  box  :  if  the  people  sustain  them  in  their 
work  of  ruin,  we  will  submit  to  it ;  but  if  they 
sustain  the  principles  of  temperance,  then  they, 
like  good  citizens,  should  stop  their  work  of 
death.  We  ask  no  unreasonable  thing ;  we 
are  willing  to  submit  to  the  will  of  the  majority; 
if  they  will  agree  to  do  that,  the  question 
can  easily  be  settled." 

"  I  am  wholly  opposed  to  deciding  the  matter 
in  any  such  way.  You  and  your  party  have 
pressed  this  question  until  you  have  broken 
up  the  political  parties  into  fragments.  No 
matter  what  great  political  question  is  up,  you 
must  throw  in  your  hackneyed  topic,  to  dis- 
tract, divide,  and  break  up  the   parties   into 

factions." 

"That,  undoubtedly,  Mr.  Morrison,  is  the 
secret  of  your  opposition  to  this  law.  You 
well  know  how  many  men  are  elected  to  office 
by  the  aid  of  rum.  You  are  a  man  of  too 
much  sense  not  to  know  that  rum  is  a  powerful 
ally  to  the  present  political  parties.  You 
understand  very  well  the  influence  of  rum  in 
elevating  persons  to  stations  of  honor." 

"How  does  rum  doit?  By  you  and  your 
fanatical  party,  all  the  evils  in  the  world  are 
charged  to  rum." 

"I  think  I  can  show  you  so  you  can  under- 
stand it.  One  year  ago  last  fall,  when  Samuel 
Legget  was  elected  assemblyman,  he  spent 


THE  SATAinO  UOEITSE. 


241 


more  than  three  hundred  dollars.    Jenks  ped- 

S  WhTlr  .*^°  '"^'^  "f  -■^"''«^'  ^»t 
were  bought  with  his  money,  for  votes.     Five 

m-  SIX  years  ago,  when  James  Halstead  w^  up 

for  Congress  he  spent  over  a  thousand  doU«S 

for  liquor  which  the  landlords  in  the  CoTk^ 

sional  distnct  peddled  out  for  votes.     It  ^i 

nearly  all,  the  drunkards  voted  for  him.    And 

Mr"'  ter''  ^^''^  ""*  ^"■g"**^"  *l"'t.  ^ten 
W«h„  w",-"^*"  »P  for  magistrate.  Doty 
had  a  barrel  of  hquor  concealed  in  his  old  hor^ 

Sy  toalflT'  ^f.  D-by  togive  it^ 
ireeiy  to  all  who   would   vote  for  him  and  +/. 

mghcenses.     Now,   Morrison,   I  for  one  am 

mars£te''"''  ^^^'^  other  respectable 

t;.!*"""  ^I^'^T  '^^*  Morrison  feehng  that  party 
ties  are  closely  drawn,  and  that,  unless  men 
can  be  induced  to  act  from  principTin  thSr 
political  relations,  the  temperance  r4rm  could 

rou.MhTJif'^^^^™'"^''-  Ashepa^^ 
W„^n  irS^®*'""»S'^a"ies  tohis  petition, 
hecalled  on  Mr.  Samuel Colbum,a  gentleman  of 
sliding  and  wealth.  Mr.  Colbum^  at  a^eX 
age,  formed  an  appetite  for  intoxicating  drinkl 
and  became  quite  intemperate.  He  had  S 
sessed  good  natural  talen^  energy  of  character, 

ma1.irt''\''"''°"'«  t"™-     Soon  after  hi,' 
marriage  he  became  very  intemperate,  and 
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spent  much  of  his  time  and  money  with  dissi- 
pated companions.  Through  the  instrumenta- 
lity of  Scribner's  father  and  Jeremiah  Donald- 
son he  was  induced  to  sign  the  pledge,  which 
saved  him  from  bankruptcy,  disgrace,  and  a 
premature  grave.  He  owed  his  all,  under  the 
providence  of  God,  to  the  temperance  reform, 
and  ought  to  have  given  his  influence  and 
money  to  carry  forward  the  cduse.  When 
Scribner  went  in  he  found  Mrs.  Colburn  sitting 
in  an  easy  chair,  with  her  poodle  in  her  lap, 
reading  the  antiquated  novel  of  "  Paul  arid 
Virginia.^'  Mr.  Colburn  sat  near  his  wife,  for 
whose  edification  she  was  reading  aloud. 

"  We  are  deeply  interested  in  this  book," 
said  Mrs.  Colburn  to  Scribner ;  "  I  don't  think 
I  have  shed  sc  many  tears  in  three  years  as  I 
hav6  since  I  commenced  it." 

"It  is  very  touching,  is  it?"  asked  Scribner. 

"Indeed  it  is.  It  fills  my  eyes  to  think  of 
their  sufierings.  Poor  Paul  saw  many  hard 
times." 

"  I  have  been  informed  so;  I  never  read  it." 

"  You  haven't  ?  Why,  you  should,  to  learn 
something  of  the  difficulties  and  asperities  of 
life,  especially  among  the  afflicted." 

"  I  can  learn  that  without  reading  novels. 
I  was  in  at  Whipple's  the  other  day,  and  I 
thought  I  saw  something  of  the  roughness  of  life 
there.  Whipple  was  lying  on  the  floor  drunk ; 
two  of  his  children  were  sick  with  the  scarlet 
fever ;  and  two  others  were  crying  for  bread. 
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not  a  mouthful  of  which  had  f hpv  ,*«  +i,«  i. 
A  nri  Mya    iiru  •    1   "™  "*^  i^ney  m  the  house. 
And  Mrs.  Whipple   said  they  had  nothinein 
the  house  which   they  could^eat.     The^ 
woman  reeled  as  she  walked  from  one  ^k 

"Meed'^^         ^omhungerand  werne^sl 
inaeeai     1    was    not   aware   that   ih^r.^ 

were  any  so  poor  a«  that  inTrt^wn"^Sd 
Mm.  Colburn,  with  an  indifferent  Sd  tone 
of  voice,  rocking  in  her  easy  chair.  "* 

t^^^  %T  ^'S***  <"•  ten  just  such  families  in 
n^eTd  U; ''*'^^^"^'"  asufferingconditio^lr^S 

Mr"  Colbf,^*""  P''^^.¥'*«'  I  «"PP«se/'  «--d 
ivir.  Colburn,   "  is  what  haa  reduced  fha„.  t^ 

such  extreme  want  ?"  reduced  them  to 

^S^rftt^'its^^^^^s^-ft 
S'aXJfrtr^-irt^wisi! 

know^ri:n  'r-?  *?-P«'a»ceT4  y^ 
fc«i=;T,ftinmyj^^^^^ 

::terbp.-*^»i^*^«tt,et::S 

wret^^r^"-,-"''^  P*^?'  *°  ^^it  some  of  the 
wretched  families  in  this  town,  made  so  hv 

naps,  as  you  need  or  even  desire  it"    said 

Scnbner,  pleasantly.  '     ^*'" 

He  left  them  to  weep  over  their  novel ;  while 
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the  sobs,  groans,  and  agony  of  the  inebriate's 
wife,  and  the  piteous  cries  of  their  innocent 
babes  for  bread,  could  neither  secure  their 
attention,  nor  excite  a  particle  of  sympathy  in 
their  hearts. 

The  case  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Colburn  is  not  an 
isolated  one.  There  are  many  Colburns  in  our 
state.  They  owe  their  life,  health,  reputation, 
property,  and  all  the  enjoyments  of  their 
domestic  relations  to  the  temperance  reform ; 
and  yet  they  are  not  willing  to  give  a  single 
dime  to  promote  the  cause.  They  snarl  when 
lecturers  take  up  a  collection  to  buy  tracts 
and  documents, — object  to  the  Maine  law 
because  it  is  unconstitutional^ — find  fault  with 
temperance  men  because  they  go  >  fast, — and 
fly  into  a  rage  if  called  upon  for  money  to  assist 
the  poor  and  perishing  in  their  own  neighbor- 
hood. 0  thou  inconsistent  man,  thou  art  spit- 
ting in  thy  mother's  face !  We  have  many 
Mrs.  Colburns  also.  In  almost  every  society 
we  have  those  who  bestow  their  sympathies 
upon  their  pet  dog,  and  weep  profusely  over 
the  imaginary  wrongs  and  sorrows  of  some 
creature  of  fancy ;  but  poor,  crushed,  bleeding, 
shattered  humanity  lies  beyond  the  limits  of 
their  anxiety  and  care. 
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CHAPTER    XIII. 

EXPEBIENCB  MEETING. 

Wnt««i       "  For  M  the  light 
Notottlv  serves  to  show,  but  renders  na 
Mutualfy  profitable,  so  our  lim 
S!,«J;'  exemplary,  not  only  win 

mJ^T  *^  •".'^  "^™««'  but^o  to  others  ffive 
Matter  for  virtuous  deeds,  by  which  ^?vl" 

he  imparts  orally,  his  actions,  as  exUbited 
before  men,  will  exert  ten-fold  Xt^^nt, 

o^td^^iirr  T  -VvotCtimlnt^L' 
our  daily  deportment.       This   is   what  ti^ 

W  mea^t  when  he  saidtoSslllt 
m^ \C  ''«^*  'V*^^^  before  men  that  & 
SerwSis^^her?'.^"'^^^"^^^^- 

p4e?nt;Snt:t;is'^rr,s 
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Samaritan,  in  affording  relief  and  comfort  to 
him  who  had  fallen  among  thieves.  And 
wherever  the  gospel  shall  be  circulated,  to  the 
end  of  time  his  example  will  be  admired,  and 
thousands  will  be  induced  to  copy  it  by  the 
sweet  fragrance  it  breathes. 

This  principle  John  Donaldson  well  under- 
stood. He  had  felt  the  restraining  power  of  vir- 
tuous example  from  youth  up.  His  father  not 
only  taught  him  to  be  kind  to  the  poor  and 
unfortunate,  but  impressed  it  upon  his  son's 
min4  by  daily  efforts  to  relieve,  elevate,  and 
save  them.  It  was  the  influence  of  his  father's 
example  that  led  him  to  appoint  a  meeting  at 
uncle  Jabez  Quimby's,  that  the  wretched  beings 
he  saw  at  Jenks's  tavern  might  hear  the  happy 
experience  of  reformed  men,  and  be  incited  to 
imitate  their  example. 

On  the  evening  appointed  for  the  meeting, 
the  reformed  men,  together  with  many  who 
were  still  in  the  power  of  the  rumseller,  assem- 
bled at  an  early  hour.  The  former  came  there 
with  an  ardent  desire  to  impart  light  and 
truth  to  their  fallen  brethren ;  while  the  latter 
came  out  of  curiosity,  and  with  a  disposition 
to  ridicule  and  disturb  the  meeting. 

After  all  had  assembled,  and  the  house  had 
become  quiet,  John  Donaldson  said,  "Father 
Quimby,  I  have  taken  the  liberty  to  appoint 
this  meeting  at  your  house  without  consulting 
you.    My  knowledge  of  your  devotion  to  the 
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me  to  think  it  would  not  be  dis- 


cause  led 
pleasing." 

"  Bless  you,  John ;  you  couldn't  have 
pleased  me  better.  I  \o/e  the  cause  and  am 
right  glad  you 'pointed  here.     I  am  so  old  ^d 

TutTttl^V.^'"''  .^^*   °^*  ^^^^»  -^d  W 
but  httle  what  is  gomg  on.     I  have  been  shut 

up  here  with  the  rheumatiz  a  long  ti^e    and 
TL^.ef«  to  any  of  your  meetings^       ' 

Will  you  open  the  meeting,  father  Quimbv 
Jra^er?""^  ^  ^''''^'  of  Scripture,  and  a  short 

f„lil^J^i^%T-*y^.l?''^-    ^^  grapplesuceess- 

fidUri    K^''  ^'S^^^  ^^^^*^^'  we  must  have 
aid  from  above.     Human  aid  alone  can't  do  it 

I  will  read  a  part  of  the  tenth  Psalm.     I  read 

It  the  other  day,   and  discovered  a  most  won- 

derful  description  of  a  rumseller.     David    no 

doubt,  wa.  moved  by  the  Spirit  of  God  to  ^ite 

It,    or  he  couldn't  have  given  such  an  exa<;t 

tt'''^'^^'  ^"'^^*^'  ^^^  allotherhqot 

Commencing  at  the  sixth  verse,  he  read  the 
tollowmg  passages,  and  commented  upon  them 
as  he  passed  along  : 

"  'He  hath  said  in  his  heart,   I  shall  not  be 
moved ;  for  I  shall  never  be  in  adversity^' 
1  wish  to  say,  for  the  benefit  of  those  who 

feWr*'wf  '^'  sounds  just  Hke  rumsel' 
lers  talk     When  we  entreat  them,  and  hes  of 
them  not  to  sell  strong  drink  to  ourneiffhlSrs 
they  tell  us,  <1  shall  not  be  moved.'    All  we 
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can  «ay  or  do  don't  move  them  to  abandon 
their  work  of  ruin.  When  we  tell  them  God 
will  certainly  punish  them  for  their  wicked- 
ness, they  say,  *We  shall  never  be  in  adversity/ 
They  seeir*  to  think,  because  they  are  making 
money  by  ruining  others,  ih&i  their  families 
will  never  be  in  adversity.  I  am  an  old  man, 
and  have  watched  the  dealings  of  Providence 
with  that  class  of  men ;  and  I  tell  you  the 
truth  when  I  say  I  never  knew  a  rumseller 
who  did  not  come  to  adversity.  They  either 
lose  their  property,  become  drunkards  them- 
selves,, or  make  drunkards  of  their  wives  and 
children.  Yes,  my  neighbors,  the  curse  of  God 
is  on  this  business. 

"  'His  mouth  is  full  of  cursing  and  deceit 
and  fraud ;  under  his  tongue  is  mischief  and 
vanity." 

"I  venture  to  say  there  is  not  a  rumseller  in 
the  land  whose  mouth  is  not  full  of  cursing. 
They  curse  God  and  all  who  are  opposed 
to  their  traffic.  Some  of  them  are  the  most 
profane  men  in  the  world.  And  as  for  deceit 
and  fraud,  their  equal  in  this  business  can 
hardly  be  found.  Their  whole  study  is  to 
pra<jtice  it  successfully,  that  they  may  defraud 
men  out  of  their  property,  reputation  and  im- 
mortal life.  It  is  all  deception  and  fraud  from 
beginning  to  end;  and  I  presume  some  of  you 
have  found  it  so.  They  tell  the  poor  drunkard 
their  liquors  will  do  him  good,  when  they  know 
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!!fnr ''•   ^7^7  ^'^'^^^  ^^°^'  a°d  they  do  it  in- 
tentionally,  to  get  his  property.       ^ 

lagesf  ^  ''**^*^  '"^  *^^  ^''''^°^  ^^^^^  ^^  **^^  vil- 
"They  always  open  their  shops  where  thev 
can  carry  on  their  business  witho^utbeingfounJ 
out.  All  these  cellars  and  under-ground  sa- 
loons  in  our  villages  are  lurking-pl^es  whert 
men  are  ruined.  Rumsel W  ^choo";  such 
pkces  because  their  business  can't  bear  the 

innlcent.*^^  '""""*  ^^^'''  ^""^^  ^^  ^^"^^^  *^^ 

r  ?^?^  ^^  murder  the  innocent.  Who  does 
not  beheye  that  Mrs.  Howland  was  murdarTd 
by  th  s   infamous  traffic  ?    A  better  woman 

SL'r'l-^f   *^^  cruel  treatment  of  h" 
husband,  which  was  all  on  account  of  rum 
caused  her  death.  ' 

H^lL^^"-^^^'  T  P"""^^^  '^*  against  the  poor. 
?e  1  l!l  .'"  ^^l*f  «r«%  a«  a  lion  in  his  den : 

catch  tl.'''  ""^'^  *^  '^t'^  *^^  P^^r^    ^^  doth 
catch  the  poor,  when  he  draweth  him  into  his 

"The  liquor  dealer,  as  a  general  thine,  makes 
his  money  out  of  the  poor!  upon  that^ckss  of 

l?on  /    ^?^'  ^''  ^y^.^  ^^d  ^^*«^es  them  as  a 
hon  does  his  prey.     And  when  they  comenear 

dt  Js  a  Fiirhist  t™^  "^^^  *^-  -^ 
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"  You  have  all  noticed  how  very  polite  a 
rumseller  is  when  he  wants  to  get  a  young  man 
to  drinking,  or  a  reformed  man  to  go  hack  to 
his  cups.  With  what  a  low  bow  and  pleasant 
smile  he  will  meet  you,  and  tell  you  a  little 
cider  or  wine  won't;  hurt  you !  This  he  does 
to  form  an  appetite,  that  men  may  fall  by  his 
*  strong  mies. 

"  *  He  hath  said  in  his  heart,  God  hath  for- 
gotten :  he  hideth  his  face ;  he  will  never  sef;  it.' 

"  This  is  the  language  of  all  rumselier*. 
They  think  God  has  forgotten  the  poor  and  suf- 
fering of  our  race.  They  flatter  themselves 
they  can  go  on,  and  rob  and  ruin  his  fallen  chil- 
dren, and  he  will  never  see  it,  and  never  call 
them  to  an  account  for  it.  But  God  has  not 
forgotten  ;  he  does  see  it,  and  in  due  time  will 
arraign  them  before  his  awful  bar,  and  punish 
them  for  their  wickedness." 

Father  Quimby  closed  the  Bible,  and  offered 
a  very  appropriate  and  devout  prayer,  in  which 
his  soul  was  wonderfully  drawn  out  to  God  for 
the  reformation  and  salvation  of  the  inebriates 
before  him.  His  age,  fervency,  and  apparent 
earnestness  and  sincerity  melted  his  listeners 
to  tears,  filled  them  with  deep  emotion,  and 
admirably  prepared  the  way  for  just  such 
results  as  Donaldson  hoped  to  secure  when  he 
appointed  the  meeting. 

After  a  short  pause  at  the  conclusion  of 
father  Quimby's  prayer,  Mr.  Mortimer  arose 
and  related  his  experience  as  follows ; — 
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ieVandhowmvZ;  ,^  ^^U""  '""^  I  have 
the  pled™     YouT  l^  Tf'"' ««««  i«igned 

have  always  lived"^ among  y^'  ^7r.tZk'^^ 
Wife   here;     vou   hnvp   oil    i       ^ '"^-^^led  my 

a  small  house  anTCcre^f^X*ri?^r 
when  I  got  through  mv  da^«  wntt  t      "^f 

Srh-triie~^7-? 

mv  work  old  r!^  i  """n  '^'"'""'8'  •>«"'«  ^om 

taverwhet  S-k^"  ^^"t'^'  ^'"^  kept  the 

"  He 3 1:  r  /     -T  k^^P**'  <=''1W  me  in. 

wa,  nnH-        ^  ''**'  "  J"''  °f  "'ork  for  me     He 

chimnevs  Ld  I.lt^  ^®  foundation,  build  the 
"nneys,  and  lath  and  plaster  it.    After  we 
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had  completed  the  bargain,  he  asked  me  to 
drink  a  brandy  nling  with  him.  I  had  never 
been  in  the  habit  of  drinking;  but  I  thought 
one  drink  could  not  hurt  me.  I  can't  say  I  did 
not  like  the  taste  of  it.  It  relished  well,  and 
I  thought  helped  my  cough  that  I  was  then 
troubled  with.  When  1  went  to  work  for  him 
he  gave  me  a  brandy  sling  three  times  a  day  ; 
and  before  I  left  him  I  thought  my  muscles 
were  stronger,  my  nerves  steadier,  and  I  really 
thought  I  could  lay  a  smoother  wall  than  I  had 
ever  done  before.  During  my  stay  with  him 
I  did  not  go  home  immediately  after  my  day's 
work.  I  made  it  a  point  to  spend  an  hour  or 
two  in  the  bar  room,  as  there  was  always 
plenty  of  good  company  there.  My  wife  used 
to  say,  *  Why,  Caleb,  what  kept  you  so  late  ?' 
I  usually  said  in  reply,  ^  0,  I  had  a  little  busi- 
ness down  at  the  lower  end  of  town/  or  that 
*  I  worked  a  spell  in  the  evening  to  hurry  on 
my  job.'  After  my  job  was  finished  at  Dan- 
forth's,  my  appetite  had  become  so  strong  that 
I  went  there  regularly,  once  a  day,  for  my  dram. 
After  a  few  month^I  felt  the  need  oi  two  drinks 
a  day,  and  in  a  very  short  time  I  thought  I 
needed  three  as  much  as  I  did  one.  Now,  in 
looking  back  at  the  rapid  growth  of  my  appe- 
tite, I  am  perfectly  astonished.  I  can  7uno  see 
there  is  no  safety  but  in  entire  abstinence  from 
all  intoxicating  drinks.  If  I  had  not  taken 
that  first  brandy  sling,  I  should  never  have 
been  what  I  now  am.     My  strong  appetite  and 
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She  asked  me  whvmvhrZt        ?   cinnamon. 

gone  that  I  SDent  nil  .^  ^''^  ^  ""^  «»  &r 
forth'..  I  couM  Li  ^^  *""*  "^'"•^y  "t  D«n. 
upon  my  wife  S^e  IoLT  T"?«  ""P^^^Y 
and  h«(f  no  thaf  cheeSlI  T"*  ''^'J^*'**''^ 
tenance  which  she  once  iad  T^'^B^r 
kind  to  her-  bnt  litur*?-        •   *"9d  to  be 

'vhich  Jed  me  often  to         "^  ,!''"*''*«''   •"«. 

and  abrupt  „an2  thn?"'-'"-''"'".'"  "  '^'•«« 
hour8  and  davs  of  ,;.  •  «^""??  ^«''  many 
seen  the  Ia,g7teav  8^^?"''-.  °^'"°  '"'^<'  ^ 
down  her  fafe  I  <JM  /?"  ,''*i"  ^^^  """J  'o" 
the  matter-I  knew  with  f^  ^^  '''"'*  '^« 
way  things  went  n^  .m  "t  1''"''i?-  ^n  *»>» 
shame  an^  Ilf  L??'  ""*''  ^  ^"8*  a'l  sense  of 

the  houTe,  and  dlnvT^'i  I  ^'P'  ^'l""''  i" 
and  in  sp ife  of  a  f  her  f!f  ^  ^'^^'■'  "^  ''"■''• 
lost  si<^ht  of  mv  oW-  ****''^  *^'^  P''*ye«-  I 
provide  for  he"  and  nf'f!?,*°  ^°^«  "»«••  ""d 
money  to  Danfrnth  "^/^''^'•«"' and  paid  the 

to  have  laid  ourforti  •^'"^  7^'^  ^  ""gJ't 
fliends  I  slv  it  l-ff  .^''""  <'?'"'^''*-  Yes,  my 
for  my  deaJwif!  ^  'aT.''  -*''«*  ^  1^*  ^^  love 
cent  cii?dren  tolff^,  f  ^'^^  ^"i"  """^  *■«•  «■">• 
I  spent  ml  tLr/°''  ^'^'■^  '""'^  ^"61  while 
pent  my  time  and  money  at  the  tavern 
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I  trust  I  have  repented  of  it,  and  hope  God 
will  forgive  me.  Kum  stole  my  aftections 
fi'om  my  family,  and  transferred  them  to  Dan- 
forth's  and  Doty's  bar-room.  This  is  the  third 
page  in  my  history. 

"  But,  my  fiiends,  I  have  signed  the  pledge, 
which  I  trust  is  the  commencement  of  a 
brighter  page  in  my  history.  Yes,  thanks  to 
Goa,  the  pledge  has  saved  me !  It  has  brought 
light,  peace,  and  happiness  to  my  family.  I 
wish  I  had  power  to  describe  the  joy  that 
sprang  up  in  the  heart  of  my  poor  wife  and 
childi^en  when  I  told  them  I  had  signed  the 
pledge  and  should  drink  no  more.  I  hold  in 
my  hand  a  copy  of  a  letter  she  wrote  to  her 
mother  the  next  day,  which  will  give  you 
some  idea  of  her  feelmgs,  and  the  hope  of  fii- 
toi'e  happiness  which  it  awakened  in  her  soul : 


Harw'ooi),  December  23, . 

Dear  Mother  :  I  am  very  anxious  to  let 
you  know  how  happy  I  am.  Dear  Caleb  has 
signed  the  pledge,  '■  and  says  he  shall  never 
drink  any  more  intoxicating  liquors.  O,  the 
change,  the  blessed,  happy  change,  that  has 
come  over  our  family  is  truly  wonderful ! 
Little  Willie  and  Mary  are  perfectly  happy ; 
and  Henry  says  he  shall  love  to  go  to  school 
now,  for  thp  children  won't  point  at  him,  and 
say,  "  Your  father  is  a  drunkard."  My  dear 
mother,  it  is  impossible  for  me  to  describe  the 
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^^ZtfTy::^^^^^^     ^  come  and 
r  yourself,  and  rejoice  with  ns. 

^om  affectionate  daughter, 

Susan. 

have  brought  m^ch  ,0^ *?  ^''^^'  ^^ch 

but  I  do  rat  S  fl?of '  ,'"y '''''?"y' 

who  are  in  the  sam^^!„V?-  ™S  »«°«ate8, 
been  in  for  velr  a  n^  '*'*'"  i^«*  '  ^^^ 
friends,  are  mtll.     ^  ■^'"""  ^"""""es,  my 

ha«  been  L  oThZ  t""*'""  *^«*  °^« 
pledge!  Do  it lo-n.VU^  /  ^°"  *°  »§»  the 
and  !)oty  have  h^d  !n  '  i"  '^  ""^ '  J«nks 
Their  wiCs  and  iuX?  "^  y^?'  •»<'»«y- 
sUks,  while  yonra  aft.Hi'^'V'''^^'*  « 
shilling  calico     tLv^i-''^^?^^^  *°  ^ear 

while  Soui.  are  ioiiVii  t  ^"^*  «"«' 
bread  and  potatoes     ft  «       °  ^'''*'  °°  «>™ 

supporting  Verfn  such    v^^^-^^^y  *J"'*i« 
families  A  suffering     r*^^®''^''"iy°'"'0'^n 

with  ns,  and  we  3"  dn  ^^'  "^y  ™n<3s.  go 

blessing  of  nL::^^,  IZ  f^n'  ""^  4 
your "  *®®^  ^Poii  you  and 

y-    leather  Qmmby  wept  like  a  cffld, 
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and  Donaldson  reclined  on  the  bed  and  sobbed 
aloud.  Tears  were  even  seen  coursing  down 
the  faces  of  the  hardy  and  sturdy  inebriates 
who  were  present.  Nothing  can  be  more  ap- 
propriate than  teal's  which  flow  at  the  recital 
of  othei-s'  woes  and  others'  joys.  In  the  lan- 
guage of  Darwin, — 

"  No  radiant  pearl  which  crested  fortune  wears, 
No  gems  that  twinkling  hang  from  beauty's  ears, 
Not  the  bright  stars  which  night's  blue  arch  adorn, 
Nor  rising  sun  that  gilds  the  vernal  mora, 
Shine  with  such  lustre  as  the  tear  that  flows 
Down  virtue's  manly  cheek  for  others'  woes." 

Unfcle  Jabez  and  Donaldson  both  felt  it  a 
relief  to  shed  tears  in  view  of  the  sufferings  of 
Moi*timer's  family,  and  a  luxury  to  shed  teara 
of  joy  on  account  of  the  happy  change  which 
had  blessed  them. 

After  the  storm  of  emotion  had  subsided, 
Zeno  Huff  arose  and  spoke : — 

"  My  friends,  I  don't  know  as  I  can  say  one 
word.  The  story  of  my  friend  Mortimer  has 
brought  up  to  my  memory  so  clearly  my 
whole  life,  that  I  feel  ashamed,  condemned, 
and  confounded.  I'  would  gladly  keep  my 
seat  without  speaking,  if  it  were  "not  for  the 
good  I  may  do  by  telling  my  story.  The 
early  part  of  my  life  is  probably  not  known 
to  any  of  you.  I  am  a  native  of  Massachu- 
setts, and  have  been  in  the  habit  of  drinking 
liquor  ever  since  I  can  remember.  My  father 
kept  it  in  the  house,  and  it  was  his  custom  to 
prepare  the  morning  dram  and  pass  it  round 
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to  the  chadren.    It  was  at  home,  at  an  early 
ftge,   tbat  I  fliBt  began  to  like  thfl  t.^tJ^lV 
iquor.    My  father  p?idedhims!lfnn^f  °^ 
temperate  man ;  bu?  my  fiSs  it  Z^^  * 
him  and  he  no;  sleeps  In  alt  klfdrgr^^ 
O,  that  mornmg  dram  not  only  ruin  J  tit 
father,  but  all  his  sons.    W  bS»  T  ^ 
ton  vea.«  old,  I  used  to  go  to  4  fe^T 
or  three  times  a  day  andlelo  mvself    I  ^a 
fatCte  ¥^^^  cleXlro^S? 

toxicated  while  at  CmTfyftvt^  ^'*> 
great abhorrence  of  Z£nn2'''^''  ^^  ' 

toBo!to:"as\7erki7aSwS^r  ^"«»* 
kept;  indeed,  it  was  thonkepUn'lir"^  ""^ 
and  sold  finely  for  drinki^g^i^^p^if  «*?"*«. 
were  four  or  five  young  men  in^f  *  tvT 
ment  besides  m;self,'and  "ap"  *f  ^th:S  S 
habits  similar  to  my  own  Wp,ii  j„  T  ^^ 
or  less  overv  dav   Zf  t       ?,  "*"k  more 

upon  therLX  Sm  „T^i  «eeitgrew 
Nights.after  weTh^t  ur  we7e°r^'in\"r{?; 
of  playing  chess  and  cards  for  monevi^  ^"^'^ 
imes  for  liquor;  and  vTvylZZZCt'"'^'- 
tmued  it  until  davliffht  Anth-^  „"""■ 
concealed  from  ouf  emplol^'r''^'^""^ 
thought  if  we  were  thSe  duri„i^rH  '^t 
was  none  of  his  business^^i^^^^f  „g^t 
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It  was  a  common  thing  for  his  son  to  join  with 
U8  and  furnish  his  share  of  the  liquor  from  his 
father's  cask  down  cellar.  Things  went  on  in 
this  way  for  two  or  three  years,  during  which 
I  drank  very  hard,  but  managed  to  conceal  it 
from^  my  employer.  I  found  I  had  acquired 
considerable  skill  in  games  of  chance^  and  fre- 
quently played  for  large  sums  of  money. 
Sometimes  I  lost,  which  made  it  necessary  to 
borrow  from  the  drawer  of  my  employer,  with 
the  intention  of  replacing  it  again.  But  I  lost 
again  and  again,  and  after  a  while  my  con- 
science became  seared,  and  I  lost  all  desire  to 
return  it.  After  I  lost  all  scruples  of  conscience 
I  frejiuently  took  large  sums  of  money,  without 
any  intention  of  replacing  them.  At  last  I  was 
suspected  and  accused  of  it,  and  not  being  able 
to  satisfy  him  I  was  innocent,  he  dischared  me„ 
That  wag  the  darkest  day  of  my  life.  I  wan- 
dered about  in  the  back  streets,  and  felt  so 
guilty  and  self-condemned  that  I  could  look  no 
one  in  the  face.  I  went  down  to  the  wharf 
and  looked  off  on  the  ocean,  and  wished  myself 
tibe  other  side  of  it,  or  in  the  bottom  of  it. 
While  I  sat  there  I  thought  of  my  friends,  my 
early  associates,  the  fine  opportunity  I  had  to 
make  money,  and  of  the  accursed  ino)'ning  dram, 
the  cau^  of  my  ruin.  My  feelings  became  so 
intense  in  view  of  my  deplorable  situation  that 
I  felt  I  must  have  relief,  or  die.  I  went  to  a 
grocery  and  drank,  and  drank  again,  until  I 
was  frantic,  became  involved  in  a  street  brawl 
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gloomy  wXfTpriC  T  .^"t*'  ^y  '^^ 
getting  along  fit  fnr^T"        *'"'"«'»*  ^  ^^^ 

tome.  I  wished  mJe  f  deT  «n^  v^"'?"? 
possessed  the  mean,  jVh  ?!  5  ^^  '^  ^  had 
to  my  life  l"u2d  tt  "^  ^^^'  P"'  '^  «»d 
fathei  for  rivinSi,.^  ««'•««;?/»•«„,  my 

-oh  a^fooT^XtSr-^K^i^^^J?^ 
charged  I  left  Boston  and  went  to  X'^'" 
where  I  engaged  as  waiterin  one  of  tlt^  °^' 

chew^clo4  XhpS^ntedWf"'^''"'^'"*" 
liquor  in  ray  hrel^'^lT^^^'fT'^'f^S 

fell  into  bad  compel  t  Z^'%  ^''''^  ^ 
>^nd  gave  myselfC^  drintinf  .f  J!- *''^"*' 
carousing.     Sometfmfs  iSf'fSSfr'' 

It  almost  kills^^rtJ'tl^i^  ^it^l\^t 


iii 


ii  i! 


260 


THE  MYSTERIOUS  PARCHMENT,  OR 


/■^ 


go  hpme,  whip  my  wife,  and  turn  my  poor  in 
nocent  children  out  in  the  storm.     O,  what  a 
wretch  I  have  been !   God  forgive  my  cruelty 
to  my  family. 

*'  AK  this,  my  friends,  was  caused  by  rum — 
the  accursed  morning  dram.  Some  eight  years 
ago  I  came  to  this  place.  Since  that  time  you 
have  known  me ;  my  crimes  are  before  you ;  I 
need  not  detail  them.  I  have  been  a  poor, 
wretched  vagabond  upon  earth,  wandering 
from  tavern  to  tavern.  But,  thank  God,  I 
have  signed  the  pledge,  and  am  free.  And  I 
wish  I  liad  power  to  describe  the  happiness 
it  has  brought  to  my  poor  family.   0,  I  wish  I 

could  persuade "     Pausing  a  moment  for 

his  emotions  to  subside,  he  wiped  away  the 
tears  with  the  back  of  his  hand,  and  then  con- 
tinued :  I  wish  I  could  persuade  all  of  my 
friends  to  sign  the  pledge.  Then  you  will 
know,  by  experience,  all  about  the  happiness 
it  will  bring  to  your  poor  families.  I  know 
your  feelings,  my  friends;  you  are  afraid  of 
Doty  and  Jenks,  and  you  are  afraid  you  won't 
hold  out ;  but  fear  nOt,  make  up  your  minds 
you  will  be  free,  and  cast  off  the  government 
of  rum  forever.  0,  I  beg  of  you,  think  of  your 
poor  wives,  your  innocent  children.  0,  think 
of  the  world  of  misery  you  have  brought  upon 
them  by  the  course  you  have  taken." 

This  touching  appeal  from  one  who  li^ad  for 
many  yearp  experienced  the  evils  of  intern- 
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upon  his  staff,  gave  him  H!* ^'  ^  ^^  '®*°*<' 
ance,   arose.    <' S  "  Sd V."  ?'*.'^u''J'I^'^- 

stir  among  th^seXnt'^r:^'""  ^f 
lowest  grade  of  drunkard,  VI  .  ®  °/  **•« 
Scribnerand  DonaWsonh^  nfT^^T"  ^°P«« 

uUl^ate  assotte':^  H-XZi  ^Xe?^ 

aTS^a^rS    a'rthe'Se^^hJf  f 
^ady  seen,  added  much  to  the  S  of  M™ 
Howland  and  her  dauehtero      wf  ™,- 

very  little  acquired  ^nteCence  Ut  H"""^ 

inlifetdt  nftt  forXdrit'  ■^*''*^°" 
of  «.iety  and  thetX^  tSrX 
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Alas !  how  many  brilliant  lights  this  ruinom 
system  has  extinguished  forever ! 

Peterson  spoke  as  follows : — 

"  My  frieads,  this  is  a  queer  place  for  me, 
any  how.     I  don't  know  as  I've  any  business 
here  ;  but  I'm  here,  and  I'm  jist  a  goin'  to  tell 
you  my  feelin's  about  this  here  drinkin'  and 
foohn'.     I'm  one  of  the  old  soldiers  in  this  here 
kind  of  o'  business,  and  I'll  bet  a  new  hat  I've 
drinked  more  whiskey,  slept  out  doors  more 
nights,  fit  more  battles,  whipped  my  wife  more 
times,  and  been  put  in  jail  oftener  than  any 
other  man  in  this  town.     And  I  guess  I've 
paid  old  Doty  more  money  for  whiskey  than  I 
ever  paid  out  for  bread  or  clothes  for  my 
family.     I've  been  thinkin'  this  business  over 
for  two  or  three  days,  and  I've  come  to  the 
solemn  conclusion  that  this  here  whole  matter 
or't  to  come  to  a  sudden  endin'  up.     And  I  jist 
want  to  tell  you  what  started  me  to  thinkin' 
m  this  here  direction.     But  before  I  begin  on 
that  ar',  I  want  to  tell  you  that  I  had  ji&:  one 
of  the  best  women  that  ever  wore  a  bonnet, 
and  as  good-lookin'  a^  any  of  your  wives  in 
Harwood;  but  trouble  has  wrinkled  her  face, 
and  took  the  fire  out  of  1  ir  eye.     She  used  to 
smg  like  a  swan,  and  play  on  her  guitar  even- 
ings, when  we  were  first  married,  which  made 
m^^  house  attractive  and  pleasant.     After  I  got 
into  this  here  drinkin'  business  she  didn't  sing 
any  more,  and  she  sold  her  guitar  for  things 
she  needed  in  the  family.    One  night  I  went 
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'I  can't  singf  Joseph  ."!!^  t  ^^^^"y^  «he, 
cause  you  a^'  a  SkaS^  T"^-'!  ^">^^  ^ 
it,  for  I  knew  it  ».f  *  ,  ^^  °otI»in'  to 

her;  I  coulX'    te,r  ^'."^^  ^ot  up  and  left 
"Butrwanttot^n         ^^  """^  »««  her  ciy. 

about  liC\S:r'i^if?r''^-^'^ 

went  to  bed  well  w!;».   |^®,"ther  night  I 
I  got  to  sleep  I  wa^'^^LH  '  ^^K  "^^  J'«'  »««' 

S^^Sti^Vr  ^  .-}S„'1lS^ 

horns,  and  a  lonrtHil  T  •?""'  ""''  J""!  »» 
And«  ,  'fcr'tir  -  t^^- 
'Iwant^o^^'S:^^;  "f,^lJ:  '°"  want? 
qflvs  T      (V       ^  ^   ^^^  *   ready  to  e-n ' 

ad^Tw2t'r£•'^*I>erL^ 

all  jou  owe,  liquor  dealer/w  iStheir  ^^  '' 
SSte'd^'u*:^/^  *-i^  -  bf^JTeS 
a  wonSuThek'ht  a„rJl  T  f^'  "?'  "P  *" 
and  I  went  dowf/ifce  lead  <1  F  "'"  "«' 
a  dark.  dkmJl^''Ju^l'J''^'''^^^'^  into 
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inn 


neck;  and  ^.  roked.  and  was  all  kivered  over 
with  snakes  f^nd  adders,  runnin*  out  their 
tongues,  and  a-hissin'  with  all  tb^ir  might. 
And  I  looked  down  to  my  feet,  and  the  ground 
was  all  kivered  with  toads  and  lizzards,  and  all 
kinds  of  slimy  critters,  boppin'  and  jumpin* 
about  as  if  anxious  to  devour  me  at  one  meal. 
Around  on  the  rocks  I  seen  the  awfuUest 
shaped  things  that  ever  was ;  they  seemed  to 
be  mighty  tickled  on  account  of  my  comin*, 
and  made  all  sorts  o'  faces  at  me.  Once  in  a 
while  one  would  come  to  me  and  pinch  me  ; 
then  they  would  make  the-  place  shake  with 
their  laughter.  Says  I,  *  0  God,  is  this  hell  ?' 
My  voice  waked  me  up.  This  is  what  set  me 
to  thinkin'.  Says  I,  *  Peggy,  I  shan't  drink  no 
more  as  long  as  I  live ;'  and  I  won't." 

This  decision  of  Peterson's  was  received 
with  evident  marks  of  pleasure  and  satisfaction. 
Thaddeus  Kendall  then  arose,  and  said,  "  My 
friends,  I  came  here  with  the  intention  of  dis- 
turbing the  meeting,  and  to  break  it  up  if  I 
could.  The  remarks  made  by  Mr.  Quimby  are 
true.  The  passage  he  read  is  a  perfect  de- 
scription of  all  rumsellers.  They  are  bad 
men;  they  curse  God;  they  curse  everybody 
who  oppose  them.  Jenks  is  cursing  father 
Quimby  for  having  this  meeting  here  to-night, 
and  he'll  curse  me  because  I  haven't  done  as 
he  wanted  me  to.  IJe  hired  me,  and  treated 
me  and  Hank  Rowland  to  come  here  and  dis- 
turb you ;   and   the  only  reason  why  Hank 
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come  18, 
time  he  couldn 
gave  me  to  disturb 


he  got  so  drunk  before  meeting 

t.     And  what  do  you  think  hp 

gave  me  to  disturb  you?  You  can  easily  Z^f/ 

for  he  only  deals  in  one  kind  ofdmm^  ^S 

this  IS  the  pnce  he  put  upon  my  leuutation 
which  I  should  lose  by  distSrbin/u  m^S  "f 
his  character.     1  have  had  all  kin!  of  1^^^^ 
ings  to-night.     Some  of  the  time  1  thou^rht  I 
would  carry  out  my  promise,  and  HomTof  the 
time  I  said  to  myself  I  wouldn't.     I  fiLllv 
made  up  my  mind    I  would  not,  and  though 
all   I  should  lose  by  it  wouldn't  be  much      I 
may  lose  old   Jenks's  friendship  aS  a  few 
drinks  of  hquor^they  will  be  a  glorious  lo^s 
I  heartily  wish  I  had  lost  them  befoi^    It  is 
customary  sometimes  at  a  raisino-  to  confirm 
the  name  by  throwing  the  bottle,  "f  have  4^ 
raising  a  resolution  in  my  mind,  and  IZ  now  - 
going  to  confirm  it  by  throwing  this  bott^e^ 
As  he  uttei;ed  these  words,  he  threw  it  with 
violence  against  the  chimney  back.     Ite  cZ 

fn  «'r-\?K/"*".  '^''  ^''^  fr^^"  ^'^^^^-^  sprang 
up  a  bright  blue  flame      ^^n  the  light  of' that 

fire,  he  contmued,  "kindled  by  the  body  of 
the  greatest  enemy  of  man,  I  iiow  solemnly 
pledge  myself  never  to  touch,  taste,  or  handle 
another  particle  of  intoxicating  drinks  71 
beverage,  a^  long  as  I  live.  I  now  bid  an 
everlasting  farewell  to  all  liquor  groceries  and 
taverns,  and  all  drinking  usages  and  customs." 
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He  sat  down  in  the  midst  of  shouts  of 
"Good!"  "Good!"  "Amen!" 

Kendall  was  a  man  of  an  iron  will,  who 
seldom  if  ever  yielded  after  he  had  once  made 
up  his  mind.  They  all  knew  this,  and  were 
sure  he  would  keep  his  pledge,  which  filled 
them  with  great  joy. 

Kendall's  novel  speech  and  proceedings  in- 
duced many  others  to  follow  his  example.  As 
soon  as  he  sat  down,  Gilbert  Williams,  Joseph 
Peterson,  and  Franklin  Wood  arose,  went  to 
the  table,  and  put  down  their  names.  They 
had  long  been  intimate  associates  of  Kendall's, 
and  had  been  led  by  him  into  vice  and  immo- 
rality ;  and  it  was  impossible  for  them  now  not 
to  be  influenced  by  his  example,  and  sign  the 
pledge  with  him. 

To  describe  the  joy  of  the  wives  oi'  these 
inebriates,  when  they  heard  their  husbands 
had  signed  the  pledge,  is  impossible.  None 
can  fully  appreciate  the  feelings  of  the  ine- 
briate's wife  on  such  an  occasion,  except  those 
who  are  familiarly  acquainted  with  their  trials 
and  sorrows.  The  bright  and  happy  change 
which  passed  over  them  was  very  soon  appar 
rent  to  all.  It  was  seen  in  their  sweet  and 
smiling  faces,  and  in  their  new  and  clean  ap- 
parel. And  while  the  change  was  a  matter  of 
rejoicing  to  nearly  all  in  the  town  of  Harwood, 
there  were  two  who  could  not  rejoice.  Jenks 
and  Doty  had  long  been  the  unjust  receivers 
of  their  earnings,  and  felt  a  sort  of  claim  upon 
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them  and  their  purses.     They  saw  cleaxly,  if 
the  reform  progressed,  the  time  wa^  not  fax 
distant  when  their  income  would  be  entirely 
cut  off.     In  view  of  this,  they  did  everything 
m  their  power  to  retard  and  check  the  riform! 
by  abusing  temperance  men,  and  by  treating 
liberally  and    freely  all    who   came  to  thai? 
nouses.     They  were  especially  polite  and  kind 
to  boys  and  young  men,  and  gave  them  liquor 
evidently  to  raise  up  a  new  set  of  customers: 
Jenks  was  heard  to  say  that  "one  drink  of 
liquor  given  away  wa^  better  than  money  let 
at  ten  per  cent."  ^ 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

VILLANY  DEVELOPED. 

"  Money  and  man  a  mutual  falsehood  show  ; 
Men  make  false  money — money  makea  men  eo.'" 

"  0  mischief,  thou  art  swift 
To  enter  in  the  thoughts  of  desperate  men.'" 

"Thet^  had  a  great  time  at  old  Quimby's 
last  night,"  said  Mose  Whipple  to  his  com- 
rades at  Jenks's  tavern,  who  had  assembled 
there  for  their  morning  dram. 

'*What  was  that  you  wafl  saying  about 
Quimby?"  asked  Jenks. 

"They  had  a  snivelling  time  there  last 
night,  and  worked  upon  the  feelings  of  some 
of  them  till  they  got  them  to  sign  the  pledge." 

"  How  many  of  them  signed  ?" 

"  Four,  so  I  heard  this  morning." 

"  Who  are  they  ?"  . 

;^I  understood  it  was  Thad  Kendall,  Gil 
Williams,  Joe  Peterson,  and  Frank  Wood." 

"Well,  Whipple,  do  you  think  they  will 
stick  to  it  ?" 

"  Thad  Kendall  will,  Hnd  Frank  Wood  may, 
possibly ;  but  the  others  won't  stick  to  it  a 
week." 

"  What  makes  you  think  Thad  will  ?" 
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Because,  you  know,  he  is  an  obstinate 
devil  any  way.  When  he  gets  his  head  set  in 
any  direction,  you  can't  turn  him  any  more 
than  you  can  the  wind."  "^ 

J'f'u'^^l'  ^ut^^-ank  Wood  won't,  I'll  bet 
ten  dollars,"  said  Sam  Laraby. 

"I  tell  you  he  will,''  said  Whipple;  "he 
and  Kendall  are  very  intimate.     The  influence 

tuo^Ts'i^^^^^^^^  "^"^  ""'  '^^^  """^ 

"It  will  keep  him  till  somebody  treats  him 

He  will  never  get  drunk  if  he  has  to  buy  the 

liquor :  he  ib  tighter  than  the  bark  on  a  white 

oak  tree,"  said  Phil  Saxbury. 

"I  know  he  is  tight ;  but,  gentlemen,  youll 

see  he  will  stick  te  his  pledge,"  repKed  Whipple. 
"Perhaps  you'd  like  te  bet  somethinfon 

that?    anked    Jenks,   betraying   feelings  of 

interest. 

"  Pm  not  afraid  to,"  was  the  reply 
will  ^^"^a'  T'-  ^'i^  ^^*  y^"  fi^«  do"ars  he 
Jenks  '"  "^"^  ^®®^'"  ^^^ 

w  ''I^^V  '^  3^°"  ^i"  *reat  the  company  to 
bind  the  bargain,"  returned  Whinnle 
"  That  111  do,  cheerfully."      ^^ 
Jenks  entered  the  bar,  and  the  company 
gathered  round  it  to  drink  liquor  given  by 
Jenks,  as  an  earnest  that  he  would  do  all  in 
his  power  to  seduce  poor  Franklin  Wood  from 
nis  Jiigh  and  noble  purpose. 
It  is  almost  incredible  that  such  men  are  to 
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be  found  in  our  land.  There  are  many  en- 
gaged in  the  liquor  traffic  who  rejoice  when  a 
poor  inebriate,  who  is  struggling  to  recover 
himself  from  ruin,  falls  back  into  the  ditch. 
And  there  are  not  a  few  who  are  so  depraved, 
and  have  such  a  burning  thirst  for  gold,  they 
do  not  hesitate  for  one  moment  to  push  him 
back.  The  happiness  of  his  family,  his  repu- 
tation, and  the  salvation  of  the  poor  inebriate 
have  no  influence  whatever  to  restrain  them 
from  their  work  of  ruin.  They  engage  in  the 
traffic  to  make  money;  and  if  they  can  accom- 
plish their  purpose,  it  is  of  little  consequence 
to  them  how  many  estates  they  ruin,  how 
many  va.luable  young  men  they  destroy,  how 
many  miserable  families  they  make  and  sepa- 
rate, how  many  deaths  they  cause,  and  how 
many  souls  they  send  into  a  miserable  eter- 
nity. These  are  considerations  which  do  not 
serve  to  restrain  them  for  one  moment  from 
the  a^jcomplishment  of  their  work  of  death. 
They  have  long  since  lost  their  power  as  mo- 
tives to  influence  them  to  abandon  their 
mischievous  and  ruinous  practice,  because 
they  have  been,  and  are  now,  sustained  by 
law.  Law  is  generally  considered  the  will  of 
the  majority.  Whatever,  therefore,  the  law 
sustains  in  a  popular  government,  is  sustained 
by  a  majority  of  the  people.  Taking  this 
view  of  the  subject,  it  is  not  at  all  strange 
that  base,  depraved  men  engaged  in  the  liquor 
traffic  do  as  thiy  are  doing  to  make  all  they 


::  .n.' 


THE  SATANIC  UCfeNSE. 


271 


can  by  their  abominable  business.  When  we 
expostulate  with  them,  they  tell  us  they  have 
a  Iweme,  which  is  the  same  as  to  say  thev 
have  a  rmjorUy  of  the  people  on  their  side 
feo  It  has  been  for  many  years  past,  and  so  it 
will  continue,  unless  men  breaJc  away  from 
P^rtytws,  and  vute  for  those  who  will  give  us 
the  Maine  Law.  s    ^  «» 

^yeral  days  after  the  interesting  meeting 
at  father  Quimby's,  one  rainy  day  Franklin 
Wood  was  passing  by  Jenks's  tayerr  on  his 
way  home. 

T  'i^''"'.i-^''li  ?"    ''""^  ^^-   ^ood?"  asked 
Jenks,  with  all  the  suavity  and  mildness  he 

had  better  call  m  and  dry  yourself;   I  have  a 
good  fire. 

"  I  don't  know  but  I  will,"  replied  Wood, 
suspecting  no  harm.  ' 

Wood  waa  a  man  who  la<;ked  firmness  and 
decision  of  character,  making  him  an  easy  sub- 
ject  for  the  rumseller.  Jenks  knew  this,  which 
induced  him  to  make  the  bet  that  he  would  be 
intoxicated  m  less  than  a  week. 

"  I  think  you  had  better  take  a  little  port 
wme,  you  are  so  wet;  hadn't  you,  Mr.  Wood  ?" 

1  No,  I  guess  not.     I  don't  need  any." 
Dont  need  it?    A  man  never  needs  it  if 
not  when  he  has  been  out  in  such  a  storm  aa 
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Jenks  went  into  the  bar,  poured  out  a  tum- 
bier  two-thirds  full,  came  and  put  it  into  the 
hand  of  Wood,  and  told  him  to  drink  it.  He 
said  it  would  do  him  good,  warm  him,  and 
prevent  his  taking  cold. 

Entirely  contrary  to  his  feelings  and  incli- 
nations. Wood  drank  it  down.  In  a  few 
minutes  he  felt  the  power  of  his  old  appetite 
returning,  which  called  for  something  stronger 
than  port  wine.  The  truth  is,  Jenks  had  put 
into  it  a  large  quantity  of  brandy,  for  the  pur- 
pose of  rekindling  the  old  fires ;  for  he  had  an 
object  m  view.  It  was  not  long  before  Wood 
walked  up  to  the  bar  and  called  for  a  drink  of 
gin,  saying  that  he  needed  something  that 
would  cut  the  phlegm  in  his  throat. 

"  Wood  has  been  with  the  cold-waterites  so 
long,  his  throat  is  filled  with  phlegm— 
ho!  ho!"  said  Hank  Howland,  who  sat  in  the 
corner  so  drunk  he  could  scarcely  look  up. 

''  We'll  clear  his  throat  for  'im,  if  he  stays 
with  us  a  leetle  while  longer,"  said  another. 

"Frank,  was  you  good  Wood  for  'em?" 
asked  Howland. 

"Yes,  by  ginger;  clear  stuff,"  replied  Wood, 
with  his  face  distorted  from  the  fiery  effects  of 
the  gin,  a  large  portion  of  which  he  had  just 
turned  down. 

He  continued  to  drink  until  he  was  beastly 
intoxicated,  and  again  heartily  engaged  in 
smgpg  obscene  songs  and  the  recital  of  vulgar 
stories.     He  owed  Jenks  quite  an  amount  for 
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liquor  which  he  had  nrocurpd  «^f  Ki.  i 

getting  tun  intoxicated.  Some  timp  ,„  tki 
evening,  after  Jenks  had  flll^  out  ,  -?.**  i 
mortgage,  he  said  to  Wood    -  Wp  h«      k  ®' 

«  Be  suiTi:"'"!;^  P"*  "  [nto  «  due  bill  r 
Wo,^«  M     :•  "'^     ^^°  «^er  heard  of  Frank 
?^  ^  cheating  any  body  ?" 

■fe^tf'Vo^Kh-^i.^^^---^ 

mgnfeJZ*  ,«^^.  .''""^'edge  of  what  he  was 

ffi^cow  tn  i     k"*""^  *°  "^  "''"'**«'  "'ortgag^ 
on  tiis  cow  to  pay  his  grog  bill.  ^  ^ 

hi«  „„l-     '^'°"''  ^^^'^«  ^ery  well  in  view  of 
his  achievement  over  his  victim    fi^i,  j    ?J 

,"5^»Woo<li   No.  It  it- 

yoi^.""'''*   '••    '*"''* '   *«  fiv"  dollars  are 
"Didn't  I  tell  you   I'd  coaie  it?    I  never 
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undertook  any  thing  yet  I  couldn't  accompliflh. 
I  will  get  all  their  converts  back  in  lees  than 
three  months,  if  they  don't  pass  the  Maine 
law." 

"  You  are  pretty  good  at  it,  1  nee.  But  you 
had  better  he  careful  and  not  let  Donaldson 
find  you  out ;  if  you  do,  he  will  be  in  your 
hair  again,"  said  Whipple,  laughing. 

"Let him  come  into  my  house  again,  and  1 
will  fix  him  so  he  will  have  something  else  to 
do  for  three  months  to  come  besides  getting 
up  experience  meetings." 

"  You  think  he'll  have  an  experience  to  tell, 
do  you  ?'' 

"  Indeed  he  will,  if  he  don't  mind  his  own 
business." 

Towards  morning,  Wood  was  so  far  recovered 
from  the  stupefying  effects  of  liquor  that  he 
arose  from  the  floor,  and  started  for  home. 
But  O,  who  can  describe  the  feelings  of  that 
poor  family  when  the  wretched  inebriate  en- 
tered his  dwelling  ?  Mrs.  Wood  sprang  from 
from  Ler  seat,  flew  towards  him,  and  exclaimed, 
"  0  Franklin,  you  have  dashed  all  my  bright 
hopes  to  earth." 

"  Yes — ^tha — that's  jist — like — the  wo — wo- 
man ;  all  hopes  dashed — now,"  stammered  out 
the  poor  creature  in  maudlin  tones,  as  he  fell 
whole  length  upon  the  floor. 

Mrs.  Wood  then  realized  more  than  ever 
that 
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"  -Ju"  *¥  '■■™®^  artifice  of  fate  ; 

Thus  to  refine  and  vary  on  our  woes 

And  mane  m  doublj  wretchoclT    ' 

A  darker  hour  never  passed  over  her  mind 
Whjle  he  lay  upon  his  couch  sleepinKsounSv 

Mrs.  Wood  and  her  children  felt  it  keenlv  and 
gave  vent  to  their  feelings  by  b  tter  teL  of 
unavailing  anguish.  ^  ^  °' 

The  next  day  Jenks  sent  his  hired  man  anH 
drove  away  the  poor  man's  cow  *"'' 

from  tYr/a'rd      ''  ""  ''''  *=°"  '^«'»8  ^^^^ 

"I  don't  know." 

"  Have  you  sold  her  to  Jeuks  V" 
No,  I  haven't." 

••^0  go  and  ask  him  what  it  means." 
oav,?^'!' ,aL^^%  y°"  S^'ig  to  do  with  my 

inats  a  hkely  question  for  you  to  ask 
You  don't  remember  the  mortgage  you  gave 
the   old  man  on  her  la*t  night,"dS  you"  ^^d 

^"CpSln*"'^*'""'''''^^''--^^ 

Sh  "bt  ^-^hattel  mortgage  on  hisonlytw! 

He  threw  ,t^^'^"  J^^^  """^^  "^^ded 

lie  threw   himself  upon  the  neck  of  his  noor 

weeping  wfe,and  asked  her  forgiveness.heartHy 
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and  ingenuously  confessing  his  fault,  and 
most  solemnly  pledging  himself  he  would 
never  be  guilty  of  the  like  again.  She  freely 
forgave  him,  and  asked  him  how  he  came  to 
violate  his  pledge*  He  disclosed  to  her  the 
course  Jenka  took  to  get  him  intoxicated,  and 
how  he  deceived  him  in  getting  his  name  to  a 
mortgage,  when  he  supposed  he  was  signing  a 
due  bill  of  small  amount. 

After  they  had  talked  over  the  matter  very 
freely,  Wood  asked  his  wife  to  get  the  Bible 
and  read  the  tenth  Psalm.  As  she  passed 
along,  he  called  her  attention  to  the  ninth  and 
tenth  verses. 

"jBe  Iwth  in  wait  secretly,  as  a  liaii  in  his  den  : 
he  lieth  in  wait  to  catch  the  poor :  he  doth  catch 
the  pooTy  when  he  draweth  him  into  his  net.  He 
cromiheth  atid  hu^Meth  himself ,  that  the  poor  may 
fall  hy  his  STRONG  ONES." 

*'  I  see  now,"  said  Wood,  '*  that  father 
Quimby  was  right  in  his  remarks  on  this  pas- 
sage the  other  night.  I  have  no  doubt  that 
Jenks  has  been  secretly  lying  in  wait  to  draw 
me  into  his  net  ever  since  I  signed  the  pledge." 

"How  did  you  come  to  go  in  ?"  asked  his  wife. 

He  saw  me  as  I  was  passing  by,  and  urged 
me  to  go  in  and  dry  myself  by  the  fire.  He 
was  very  polite  and  palavering ;  and  when  I 
got  in,  he  urged  me  to  drink  a  glass  of  port 
wine;  and  all  that  was  done  to  rekindle 
my  appetite,  that  I  might  fall  by  his  ^strong 
wie«,' — that  is,  his  strong  liquors." 
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^^a  presume  that  wa^  his  object,"  said  Mrs. 

your  eyes  open,  and  I  hope  you  will  k^„  en 
tirely  away  from  him  and  his  house     Tf^v^I 
do  soyou  will  ^  in  less  danger  ortempll'j"^ 
I  now  pledge  myself,"  he  replied    « th«t 

njo  hS  ?hf  r  "4  *?  <*<'  -'^  '''-or 
«Tf ,-!?,  °'.,*''e  liquor  dealew  in  this  town" 

bu^  ano/er  with  our  e^S'T  ""^  ^^'^  «°«° 

m  passing  to  and  fro  from  his  labor   it  „ 
necessa:-y  f?r  Mr   Wnn,1  t^^       ^  t'  ,,''*' 
vera  twW  .  r         ^  ,  *o  go  past  Jenks's  ta- 

When  Donaldson  heard  of  his  fall    im  ^«  ^ 
Wflf  n      ,1      "^'^ mmdnot tosee him.  He 
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"When  Donaldson  stepped  upon  the  platform 
to  enter  the  bar  room,  Jenks  darted  out  of  the 
back  door,  and  went  into  the  horse  barn. 
Donaldson  saw  him  crossing  th(3  road  in  a  hur- 
ried manner,  and  follo^^  ed  him.  As  Donaldson 
opened  the  door,  the  fearful  rumseller  scram- 
bled up  the  ladder  into  the  hayloft.  Donald- 
son followed  him.  ^ 

*'  What  are  you  after  ?"  asked  Jenks. 

" Tm  after  ^ou,"  was  the  reply. 

"Well,  I'd  thank  you  to  mind  your  own 
business." 

"  I  am  minding  my  business.  It  is  a  part  of 
my  business  in  this  world  to  lock  after  the 
welfare  of  the  poor  and  oppressed." 

"  Yes,  you  are  very  attentive  to  the  poor 
when  you  can  make  that  a  pretence  to  annoy 
your  neighbors." 

"  Did  you  call  in  Frank  Wood  the  other 
night?"  asked  Donaldson. 

"  I  guess  I  had  a  right  to  ask  him,  as  a 
neighbor,  to  com.e  in  and  dry  himself" 

"  Did  you  induce  him  to  drink  a  glass  of 
port  with  a  stick  in  it  ?" 

"  That's  my  business,  you  meddler." 

"  Did  you  make  him  drun^:,  and  then  get 
him  to  sign  a  due  bill  for  what  he  owed  you?" 

"  It's  none  of  your  business." 

"And  is  it  true  that  the  next  morning  that 
due  Bill  proved  to  be  a  chattel  mortgage  on 
the  poor  man's  cow  ?" 


1 


THE  SATANIC  LICENSE. 


279 


"  Go  down,    you  abusive  scoundrel !"   ex- 
claimed  Jenks  in  a  loud  and  angry  tone. 

"0,  you  villain!  You  deserve  to  be  sbnf 
up  in  the  penitentiary  for  ten  yelrs  Youa^* 
notfi  '0  live  in  a  civilized  community  W 
character  IS  infinitely  below  that  of  the  wZ 
way  robber.  And  I  shall  not  leave  you  Tf 
expres.my  views  freely  of  your  viUa^y"  said 
Donaldson,  with  warmth.  •'' 

"  Get  out  of  my  bam,  you  insulting  villain !" 

Don??h!  r"  ■''■""^  *°^  °^  ''>«■*  oow'9  milk? 
l>on  t  the  stnppmgs  curdle  in  your  coffee?" 

I'll"  ^°*1°^"'  X°"  infamous  wretch,  or  I_I_ 
lilih,  ^^•Jfat'i  of  you !"  exclaimed  Jenks 
excited,  and  trembling  with  rage  ' 

^^™mptuouslyev:?JVa5v'rsV:rc:£ 

"  Begone,  you  vagabond,  out  of  my  sieht  • 

his  back  to  Donaldson,  and  crowding  hsfiS 
m  his  ears  so  as  not  to  hear  him.        """Sers 

fn.'"?'"  «t«'-^ew  troubled  Jenks  very  much 
for  a  number  of  weeks.  The  thoughts  of  ?bp 
mortgage,  a^d  of  poor  Wood's  C  cow^  *d 

and  aLn  ?i-  ''"'^''"gin  WBCoffee,  troubled 
and  annoyed  him  exceedingly. 
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Scribner  and  Donaldson  in  a  few  days  pro- 
vided Wood's  family  with  a  cow,  and  told  him 
it  would  be  his  as  long  as  he  adhered  to  his 
pledge. 
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CHAPTER    XV. 

A  POCJiET  ARGUMENT. 

"  J^^  rumseUer  lives  abhorred  by  aU 
rS®  ?i^®*^,'  y^^  '^^^^o*  «o  be  'scaped, 

witd  any  but  to  nun  them."  "**"^'^c 

Each  member  of  the  human  body  fiUs  a  very 
important  office.  And  while  ea«h  fills  iVvZ 
f  sphere  and   meets  its  appropriate  dufe 

system     It  IS  so  with  the  community.    Each 
person  m  the  neighborhood  is  a  member  of  tte 
^cial  compact,   and  is  inseparably  conC^ 
with  the  weal  or  woe  of  every  other.    In  other 
r"^*^'  •«"''"'=*  "f^^^'y  person  wiU  2Z 
A  mr^r  •"  «yt\°*er  person  in  the  society! 
A  man  may  think  he  is  independent  and  at 
liberty  to  do  what  he  pleases,  withourany 
^g^  tothe effect  of  his^conduct  up^n  oth^^ 
Th  s  IS  a  palpable  mistake.    It  is  a  princinle 
which,  If  admitted  and  adopted,  would  d3r 
derange,  and&ially  destroy  hulnan  society    S 
IS  this  principle  which  actuates  the  rumseller 
and  aJl  who  sustain  him  and  apologise  for  him! 
It  IS  the  idea  that  he  has  then^A^inafree  coun- 
try  to  do  what  he  pleases  that  induces  him  to 
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SOW  broadcast  in  the  community  the  seeds  of 
disorder,  ruin,  and  death. 

.  JJ^^^^^^tt^^r  who  has  a  license  has  a  legal 
nght  to  do  this,  It  IS  true;  but  he  can  have  no 
natural  or  moral  right,  either  with  or  without 
a  license.      That  which  is  wrong  in  itself, 
Human  ena^jtments  cannot  make  riffht.     That 
which  results  in  evil  to  the  community  at  large, 
no  man  caiibe  properly  authorised  to  perpe- 
trate though  he  may  have  ten  thousand  legal 
enactments  to  sustain  him.  .  Herod  passed  a  itw 
that  all  male  children  of  such  an  age  should  be 
slam;  but  did  that  law  make  it  right?     Will 
if'oif^    1  .   ^I'i"?^'^^^*'   cl^ar  those  who 
te  P  ^^'i'  n^'^^l'    ^^*^    innocent  blood  ? 
WJen  Godsha  1  make  "inquisition  for  blood," 
will  thev  be  able  to  establish  their  innocence 
by  pleading  the  legality  of  their  offence? 

,M  J^li^^^/^i"^*^^  ^*^*^  ^^  ^^  w  York  say  the 
lumsellerforfiveor  ten  dollai-g  may  sell  as  a 

results  loss  of  health,    character,    property, 

oT^^'  '^^'"^^  "^'^  ^^'""*^y  *«  degradation 
To  w  *  P?^P^^^«^»  pi-emature  death,  ind  a  mis- 
erable  eternity.  But  is  it  7ight  because  the 
people  say  therumseller  may  do  all  this?  Will 
Ihf  P®^^?^®  fay  when  closely  questioned  upon 
this  subject  they  have  the  least  shadow  of 
right  to  authorize  men  to  traffic  in  that  which 
unavoidably  results  in  a  manner  so  ruinous  and 
diaaatrous  to  the  bodies  and  souls  of  men » 
eentle  reader,  are  you  a  voter  ?     If  so  you 
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^e  on,  of  the  sovereign  people.  Come,  now 
ana  Jet  ns  reason  to^ethpr  fL  o  <•  ' 

«Pon  the  subject.  What  11  ^  '"'"°*°** 
license  theruiisellerf-n^r/^''"''®  y»"  *» 
health,  bliffE  feir°i®'*''^yy°n'-  neighbor's 

into  his  fS'  STal W '  V*"''  ^''^'^^ry 
down  his  dwe  &g7send  himl'"^*^""'  ^ 
pave  and  a  drunS's  helf?  *^T*T 
have  yon  for  five  op  f  1  ^i\        ^^^*'  ^Sl'tt 

paupef.  fill  o„;;.ri:  wm.  Srab%?f'p^y 

tiy  with  heait-broken  wi-l„  ^j  "®  "°"">- 
and  the  land  with  kmenSr  f  t'"^'''"'^ 
woe  ?  What  ngk  have  y^,  ""U  7??^"'«'.  P^ 
of  the  Empire  StatPtr'  ""^  ^^Uo'^-citizen 
authority  tS  lithttl!!' J   f '  '.^  T"'"  "^'ghbor 

through    the  coTnTniir;;+     ^  'i.  ^   *^  scatter 

canserrnia  KSi^re^i  '>' 

then  you  have  aright  to  In +1,,.      J?u    ^"^«' 
munity  and  inflict  tnLfZ-v'^^^^^  *''«  «»"»- 

result  V  ?ht*t^Sl'*t'tttht  "'^' 

wofp«,etlri^7,^trb;s;^jj 
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the  rumseller,  he  is  your  agent,  and  is  doine 
your  work,  for  which  God  will  hold  you  r^ 
sponsible.  No  man  of  common  intelligence,  it 
appeai-s  to  me,  can  see  any  difference  in  the 
degree  of  criminality  between  the  voter,  the 
officer,  and  the  rumseller. 

This  was  the  view  John  Scribner  took  of 
this  subject.  He  believed  the  rumseller,  though 
he  had  a  license,  had  no  nght  to  sell  spirituous 
liquors  as  a  common  beverage.  He  considered 
the  great  mass  of  liquor  dealers  as  useless 
appendages  to  society.  He  could  see  no  good 
resu^tm^  from  their  business,  but  "evil,  and 
only  evil,  and  that  continually."  He  held  the 
doctnne  that  every  pei-son  should  be  a  pro- 
ducer, should  in  some  useful  way  reward  the 
community  for  his  support  and  protection.  He 
thouffht  it  was  just  as  reasonable  for  one  man 
to  ask  another  to  eat  his  bread  as  to  mni  it  for 
hmi.  The  great  class  of  rumsellei-s  he  consid- 
ered consumei-s,  without  rendering  a^yequiva-* 
lent  whatever  to  society — consumei-s  not  only 
of  the  fruits  of  others'  toil,  but  the  consumers 
of  peace,  happiness,  reputation,  and  the  bodies 
and  souls  of  men. 

One  day  Scribner  met  Parks  on  the  sidewalk, 
when  the  following  convei-sation  passed  be- 
tween them: — 

"Mr.   Parks,  what  good  do  you  expect  to 
accomplish  in  this  world  ?"  asked  S<»ribner. 
"  What  good  ?    Why,  I  expect  tu  take  care 
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of  my  family.    The  Bible  aavs    *  tt^  +1,  * 
vides  nnf  fm.  i.;«       -"/"^e  says,     He  that  pro- 

destroy  societyV-"*  '*  "°*  ^reak  up  and 

else  take  eSt.Xsr^^'^^^'-^  body 
natural  no-li fa    ^^^r,  "  oiectea m all  yonr 

ous  manner.  ^^  ooister- 

"I  know,  Mr.  Parks,  you  havp  r..\A 


>"V:~ 
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have  rendered  unable  to  pay  theirs.  And  I  know 
too,  you  have  paid  your  assessments;  but  your 
business  increases  mine  and  every  other  busi- 
ness man's  to  an  alarming  extent." 

"  My  business  increases  ymr  taxes  ?  I  should 
like  to  have  you  make  that  appear!"  exclaimed 
Parks,  indignantly. 

"  The  truth  is,  Mr,  Parks,  your  business  tends 
directly  to  saddle  the  community  with  a  heavy 
and  unjust  tax;  and  if  I  give  you  the  evidence, 
you  won't  believe  it." 

"I <iefy  you,  Mr.  Scribner,  to  produce  any 
such  evidence.      It  is  one  thing  to  make  an 
assertion,  and  quite  another  to  prove  it,"  re-  ' 
plied  Parks. 

"  Why  was  it,  Mr.  Parks,  that  Mose  Whipple, 
and  Sam  Laraby  were  not  able  to  pay  their 
school  bills  laat  winter?  Was  it  not  on  ac- 
count of  intemperance?  Their  bills,  which 
amounted  to  seven  dollai-s,  I  had  to  help  pay ; 
and  it  was  all  because  you  and  Doty  took  their 
money  for  rum." 

"Well,  there  were  others  who  couldn't  pay 
then- school  bills.  .Widow  Scoville  couldn't 
pay  hei-s;   do  you  charge  that  to  rum  too  ?" 

"  Certainly  I  do.  You  have  forgotten  the 
last  dnnk  her  husband  took  at  your  bai* 
which  caused  his  death,  haven't  you  ?"  ' 

"  Scribner,  I  have  heard  enough  about  that. 
It  IS  time  that  was  dropped.  You  and  your  fa- 
natical clan  are  forever  harping  about  Scoville's 
freezing  to  death,"  said  Parks,  in  a  rage. 
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dence,  and  I  mean  you  shall  have  it      Bnf  fnr 
the  liquor  you  sold  to  Bill  ScovillP   h.l'  uf 

andI)otyM?«^hi„,,whrchhtSd:it„!clC 

about.     You  have  so  long  harped  uDon  if    W 
don't  |^'r?a\«raS-rgS^! 

"Do  you   mean   to   insinuate,  sir  that  m« 
business  IS  not  honest?"  asked  Parks'  exc  tS^ 

teies  a  man's  money  and  lets  him  Thoml  to 
with  yours.      And  should  you  establish  youi^ 
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self  by  the  wayside  in  some  dark  ravine,  and 
filch  from  every  man  his  money,  you  would 
stand  fairer  in  the  estimation  of  the  good  and 
virtuous  than  you  now  do." 

"  Scribner,  go  and  preach  your  doctrine  to 
the  board  of  excise,  and  not  to  me.  If  I  am  a 
robber,  what  are  they?  It  is  by  their  author- 
ity I  do  it.  They  have  licensed  me  to  sell, 
and  the  people  elected  them  knowing  they 
would  do  it,"  replied  Parks,  with  an  air  of 
triumph. 

Parks,  having  no  disposition  to  further  pro- 
tract the  unpleasant  conversation,  turned  away 
from  his  hated  antagonist. 

This  interview  awakened  a  new  tiain  of 
thought  in  Scribner's  mind.  He  saw  at  once 
that  it  v/ould  render  important  aid  to  the 
temperance  cause  to  collect  and  circulate 
statistics  respecting  the  enormous  taxes  which 
accrue  from  intemperance.  Following  out  this 
new  suggestion,  he  went  to  all  the  business 
men  in  the  place  and  made  known  his  plan, 
and  requested  them  to  furnish  him  with  an 
exact  statement  of  all  their  losses,  during  the 
last  five  years,  in  consequence  of  dealing  with 
intemperate  men.  He  had  made  many  appeals 
to  the  S3mipathies  of  voters  and  tax  payers  to 
lend  their  influence  to  put  down  the  traffic, 
but  with  little  success.  He  thought  this  would 
be  an  appeal  to  their  purse — a  kind  of  pocket 
argument  which  they  would  hear  and  fully 
appreciate. 
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As  soon  as  Scribner  received  returns  from 
the  professional  md  business  men  of  theto^ 
he  arranged  the  facts  in  the  following  oX' 
embracmg  the  statements  and  signSs  oflho 
gentlemen  fi^m  whom  he  receivfS  S: 

Mr.  Scribner  : 

Dear  Sir :   You  have  requested  me  to  irive 

aunng  the  last  five  years  as  a  Dhvsician    m 
consequence  of  intem^rance.    I  find  1^^,^ 

lars  "'"''^'*  '^•'  seventy-five  doU 

OUVBB  BlBDSALL,  M.D. 

Mr.  Scribner  : 

Sir:  You  requested  of  me  statistics  respect- 
ing the  amount  I  have  lost  in  consequen^Tof 
dealing  with  dissipated  men.  I  flnTon  l^f 
me  over  my  books,  I  have  sold  to  iCt  dm, 
of  men  boots  and  shoes,  for  which  I  have 
never  received  a  farthing,  and  never  sh^H 
to^fte  amount  of  one  hundred  and  MylS 

Simeon  Vaijderbelt. 
Mr.  Scribner: 

The  amount  I  have  lost  in  the  na^t  fivo 
larger  than  I  supposed.    As  near  as  I  can 

26 
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ascertain,  I  have  lost  goods  to  the  amount  of 
two  hundred  and  thirty-four  dollars. 

Eluah  Bemis. 
Mr.  Scbibner  : 

Dear  Sir :  I  have  carefully  examined  my 
books,  and  find  I  have  visited  during  the  last 
five  years  one  hundred  and  twenty  patients 
connected  with  the  families  of  drunkards.  My 
loss,  as  near  as  I  can  calculate  it,  amounts  to 
one  hundred  and  ten  dollars  and  seventy-five 
cents. 

Gardner  Briggs,  M.  D. 
Mb.  Soribner: 

I  have  e  'lamined  my  books,  as  you  requested, 
and  find  I  have  lost  in  selling  flour  to  the  fam- 
ilies of  inebriates,  the  last  five  years,  not  far 
from  eighty-six  dollars  and  thirty-four  cents. 

Hbnrt  Wilson. 
Mr.  Scribner  : 

Dear  Sir:  I  find  on  my  books  seven  charges 
for  coffins  which  I  sold  to  drunkards,  all  of 
them  for  children,  for  which  I  have  never  re- 
ceived a  penny,  and  never  shall,  amounting  to 
twenty-one  dollars. 

Timothy  Newcomb. 
Mr.  Scribner: 

During  the  last  five  years  I  have  sold  goods 
to  drunkards,  which  I  have  lost,  to  the  amount 
of  two  hundred  and  thirty-eight  dollars  and 
fifty-four  cents. 

Willis  Aiken. 
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Me.  Scbibnbr; 

ihF!^J^^^'  Ji""""  «^^^  >^°"  are  looking  into 
the  amount  of  losses  sustained  by  business  men 
in  consequence  of  the  liquor  fraffic  Ifind 
mine  much  larger  than  I  Lad  any  idea  of  I 
have  sold  drugs  to  that  class  of  men  which 
I  have  ost,  to  the  amount  of  one  hundred  and 
nme  dollars  and  sixty-ssven  cents. 

Alfred  Russell. 
Mb.  Scribneb  : 

Sir :  I  find  old  debts  made  during  the  last 
tatr't^'th '""""'  standing  ag'ainst  £ 
inirty^ight  dollars  and  seventy-three  cents. 

George  Godfrey. 
Mb.  Scbibneb. 

wood^?n?  ^•^''  ""  ^^'"'^'  ^^  *^^  *^^n  of  Har- 

Tears  o?  fh^r   ^Tl      ^^""^  ^^^  ^^^^  ^ve 
years  ol  that  time  I  have  sold  grain  and  nork 

to  inebriates,   for  which   I  have  not  received 
pay,  to  the  amount  of  fifty  dollars. 

Ogden  Phillip*. 
Mr.  Scribner  : 

1.  7r  T^^K^  ^"^"^^  ^^  °ie  how  much  I  have 
lost  by  the  hquor  traffic  for  five  years  past     ? 
have  lost  a  horse  and  carriage     Henr^  Hnw 
land  while  intoxicated,  started  hTsteYmfrZ" 

ran'^inteT^-*^!!^^^^*^  ' 

BtroySgmTc;^^^^^^  ^^ 

J  ig  my  carriage,  and  very  badly  injuring 
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my  wife  and  myself.      My  loss  was  estimated 
at  two  hundred  and  fifty  dollars. 

David  Egoleston. 
Mr.  Scrlfner: 

Sir :  I  will  add  to  the  list  of  your  statistics 
of  the  loss  of  property  by  the  rum  traffic  the 
destruction  of  a  good  bam,  two  wagons,  one 
fanning  mill,  one  good  sleigh,  and  a  large 
amount  of  hay  and  grain.  It  appears  some 
fellows  intoxicated  went  there  from  Jenks's 
tavern  to  gamble.  The  probability  is  their 
light  in  some  way  communicated  fire  to  the 
hay.  My  loss,  which  I  am  compelled  to  sus- 
tain without  any  redress,  is  about  six  hundred 
and  fifty  dollars. 

Samuel  Downer. 

recapitulation. 

Oliver  Birdsal,  M.  D.,  -        -        -  $275  00 

Simeon  Vanderbelt,  -        -          154  00 

Elijah  Bemis,          -  .        .        .    234  00 

Gardner  Briggs,  M.  D.,  -        -        110  75 

Henry  Wilson,         -  -        -        -      86  34 

Timothy  Newcomb,    -  -        .          21  00 

Willis  Aikin,          -  -        .        -    238  54 

Alfred  Russell,    -        -  -        .        109  67 

George  Godfrey,      -  -        -        -    138  73 

Ogden  Phillips,            ...  50  OO 

David  Eggleston,    -  -        -        -    250  00 

Samuel  Downer,          -  -        -        650  00 

Total  loss,  as  above  ascertained^        $2318  03 
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Mr.  Scribner  went  into  all  the  districts  in 
the  town,  and  got  the  amount  of  exemptions 
m  consequence  of  intemperance,  for  five  year^ 
past.  He  found  in  the  fourteeA  district 
aggregate  amomit  of  schooUng  which  the  chil- 
dren of  m,bnates  had  received,  and  whSh 
was  paid  hy  the  sober  and  industrious  p^ 

^t^dollZ"""'*^'  "'^  '""^  hundr^dLd 
He  also,  so  far  as  he  was  able,  ascertained 
the  amount  of  assistance  which  had  been  ren- 
dered to  the  families  of  drunkards  by  volunte^ 
donations  which  he  put  down  at  four  hundrS 
and  fifty  dollars.  ""<"eu 

After  collecting  the  above  statistics  from  the 
professional  and  business  men  of  the  town  who 
were  friendly  f»  the  temperance  cause,  he  wa^ 
perfec  ly  astonished  to  find,  on  footing  upZ 
several  sums  above  enumerated,  an  algrLate 
of  three  thmsandone  Imndred  and  dghSmdol- 
l<irs  and  three  cents!    He  saw  atonce  the  honest 
and  industnous  men  of  the  town  of  Harwood 
^■rere  paying  out  annually  more  than  six  hun- 
dred dollars,  besides  their  regular  t  ^n  ^s 
—three  fourths  of  which  no  one  disputed  was 
m  consequence  of  this  traffic.     This  he  con- 
sidered  a  powerful  weapon  against  the  legal 

to  u»e  It.  He  made  known  the  result  of  his 
examination  to  aU  the  business  men,  and  espe- 
cially to  aU  such  as  were  indifferent  or  conser- 
vative in  their  feeUugs  respecting  this  reform 
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^J^.!.^"^^^  ^"y^  '"  "«"'"g  tlie  fanners, 
to  ^ow  them  what  an  unjust  tax  the  hquo^ 
traffic  imposed  upon  their  property.  Among 
?h^  I'^/^w  Mr  John  Hamiltonfwho  owned 
aree  or  four  hmidred  acres  of  land,  and  who 
pnded  himself  upon  his  skill  in  tillingthe  soil. 
He  had  generally  favored  the  traffic,  and  had 
always  cast  his  vote  for  men  on  that  side  of 
the  question. 

After  the  usual  salutations  were  passed 
Scnbner  broached  the  subject  in  his  aCpt 
rr?  ''•I  ""1"^ ^S,  "  Mr.  Hamilton,  did  you 
S"K"  ""'  "^'^  '■'"^  '^  mortgage^on 

"  Well,  they  have." 

"  wtf  *  '*  ^POssiWe.     I  owe  no  man  a  cent." 
Why  yon  dont  pretend  to  say  your  pro- 
perty is  clear,  do  you  ?"  ^  J'     '  P'" 

"Most  certainly  I  do  " 

"  About  forty  dollars." 

fJ:J?  ^7  forty  dollars,  then  you  give  not  far 
from  Wy  SIX  dollars  to  support  the  rum 

'^Prom  statistics;  actual  facts." 
But  where  do  you  get  your  facts  ?    Can 
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if^n     "  w        *^®  ^""""^  question,  in  March 
of  state,'  iTtCZ^'^l^  'i  f-^^' 
ism,  in  i84(  w«  ^rt  h'unSdZdl  ^"T"' 

Of  this  the  report  estimates  six  hundrpH  J!:^ 

thr*/„'''°"r'*  ""^    h"i    "i  forTv 
three  dollars  for  intemperance.     WereS 

no  dram  shops  and  no  intemperance  the  whok 
cost  of  supporting  the  poor  in  that  vear  wnnW 
have  been  but  one  hundred  and  Slevin 
thousand  two  hundred  and  ninetyS  dol 
lars.  '  Taxation  for  crime  '  «»,»  ♦u  ^ 
'it  is  difficult  to  estir  'cSrial  fo^r'' 
der  has  recently  cost  the  co7nty  of  Alb^nv 
SIX  hundred  dollars.  Another  {he  coMtv^- 
Orleans,   one    thousand   dolto,'    (and  ftil 

,W«1    -2  ^"^'^  *"  *^«  """^ness  of  grand 
juries,  sheriffs,    constables,  and  almost  rt„ 

entoe  police  system  in  all  the  cftierrcharS 
able  to  intemperance.'    So  you  see  Mr  S 
ilton,  I  was  right  when  I  told  you  The  rum 
sellers  have  a  mortgage  on  your  property  " 
•    1?^,°^™?  ^'"^'  Scribner,    I  never  saw  if 
m  this  light  before.     I  have  often  reld  in  1 
paper  that  intemperance  incretertaxati^if 
but  I  never  saw  the  evidence  of  it  before     f 
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recollect  the  trial  of  Sanders,  for  killing  Phelps, 
which  cost  this  county  nine  hundred  dollars. 
That  I  know  was  chargeable  to  intemperance, 
because  Sanders  was  drunk  when  he  commit- 
ted the  murder." 

"  But,  neighbor  Hamilton,  this  is  not  the 
only  tax  it  imposes.  I  have  here  some  sta- 
tistics, which  show  how  much  our  business 
men  and  farmers  lose  annually  in  consequence 
of  this  traffic. 

After  Scribner  had  read  over  the  list,  Ham- 
ilton laughed,  saying,  "I  can  add  another 
item  to  your  category  of  taxes.  Some  six  or 
eight  years  ago  I  sold  a  cow  to  Sam  Laraby, 
and  agreed  to  take  his  labor  in  haying  for 
pay ;  but  he  never  come  near  me.  And  what 
was  still  more  trying,  he  afterwards  sold  her 
to  Doty,  no  doubt  for  rum." 

"Well,  friend  Hamilton,  that  is  the  way  it 
goes,  and  that  is  the  way  it  will  continue  to  go, 
unless  you  and  other  tax  payers  break  away 
from  your  party  and  vote  for  men  who  will  give 
us  the  Maine  law." 

^  "I  have  always  been  opposed  to  bringing  it 
into  politics,  but  I  must  confess  I  believe  we 
shall  be  compelled  to  doit  in  self-defence,"  re- 
plied Hamilton. 

^  "It  is  already  in  politics,"  said  Scribner,"  and 
it  IS  the  stronge  arm  of  the  law  that  makes 
you  pay  twenty-six  or  twenty-eight  dollars 
annually  to  support  this  wretched  system." 

"Scribner,  I  believe  you  are  right." 
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county  In  1849,  there  were  one  thousand  seven 
hundred  and  thirty-nine  drunken  pau~ra 
a^ooniing  to  the  report  of  the  superintenS 
ot  the  poor,  for  whom  a  tax  was  levied  often 
thousand  seven  hundred  and  fifty  dollars,  on 
five  hundred  and  sixty-five  dollars  and  nin  ° 
teen  cents  to  each  of  its  nine-teen  towns ;  all 
ot  which  was  caused  by  one  hundred  and  fortv- 
seven  hquor  dealers."    So  you  see  I  was  right 

properly'  ™"'™"''''  '"'^'"S  ^  '^"^  °°   ^""^ 

■'       "  w!n  ^  '*^  ul"""'- ,  ^*  '*  *''"e,  they  have." 
Well,  neighbor,  what  will  you  do '" 

.  Why,  I  shall  do  all  I  can  to  have  their 

clann  relmquished.     In  other  words,  I  haU 

vote  for  men  who  refuse  to  sign  licenses  and 

lawTh„'?'''^r"  ''\'^^^  ^^^  »«  *«  M^ne 
law,  that  a  stop  may  be  put  to  this  unjust  and 
oppressive  system."  juoiana 

v«Sr-  Y^  ^^'  ?^'^S  he  had  a<!hieved  a 
valuaWe  victory  He  had  often  appealed  to  him 
toenhst  his  feelings  and  sympathies,  but  had 
been  unsuccessful.  His  pocket  appeal,  or  the 
disclosure  of  the  fact  tLt  the  rum  traffic 
increased  his  taxes  about  two-thirds  worked 
upon  his  feelings  like  a  charm.  Scr^^nrtriel 
ite  power  upon  others,  and  almost  wherever 
he  went  he  saw  evidence  of  its  power  to  con- 
vince  the  understanding  and  enlist  the  feelings 

slXl  ^  ff  *^u*^  i^*^"™'  ^'•^  ^<^  hitherto 
Stood  aloof  from  the  leurm. 
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CHAPTER    XVI. 

INTEREST    AGAINST    PRINCIPLE. 

iiV^^T^'^,^^^®  y^^  *^^^®'  Sherman?"  inquired 
Mr.  Nash.  ^ 

"  I  have  some  printed  resolutions  which 
we  passed  m  our  club,  respecting  the  adultera- 
tion of  liquors,  which  I  am  going  to  stick  ud 
on  every  store  in  town."  ^ 

"  What  are  they  ?" 

"It  will  take  but  a  moment;  I'll  read  them." 

bherman  unfolded  one  of  the  handbills  and 
read  the  following : 

"  Notice.— -The  following  resolutions,  after 
a  lengthy  discussion, were  unanimously  adopted 
by  the  Harwood  Literary  Association  : 

''Em)lved,  first,  That  we  believe,  from  good 
authority,  that  the  liquors  retailed  at  our  pub- 
lic houses  are  adulterated,  and  heavily  charged 
with  nauseous  and  poisonous  drugs. 

''Resolved,  secondly,  That  from  the  evidence 
we  have  before  us,  we  do  not  hesitate,  to  say 
that  a  large  portion,  if  not  all,  of  the  wines 
that  are  sold  as  pure  and  genuine  are  nothing 
but  a  mixture  of  cider,  brandy,  logwood,  oak 
bark,  and  other  astringents. 
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tie  unme  JuIerSnT/f  r""'*!?""''  "^^^^^'^ 
every  honest  man  """^  condemnation  of 

awS:!,^':^^^''**  ^«-*««^  total 

lutioS^a&S'^tacopy  of  these  r^so- 
and  tavern  nVw^  Tt?'*''^  store  door 
publiahedrthtot^°^p«— ''  -»»« 

^  Why  SHerman,'^;-  S^gttTe^ 

aS  vou  nnf-  ^°^  °°*  Soinia  little  t(^fS 
Are  yon^not  m  advance  of  the  times  V  aaked 

of  Zir'^'tt.  ''^  '"^^"^  eoing  to  the  r«oi 
ui  uie  matter,   then  we  are  *radiVfl]  '     T+  , 

our  o Vet  to  strike  a  blow  at  ?he  rL  oY  t^ 

"  Well,  have  you  not  made  chara-Px  wJ,;-,!, 
you  cannot  sustain  ?    Have  vou  nSnl 
selves  liable  ?"  ^  °'™*  y""'- 

resZw"  "^'"  *°  P"'"^  ""  "«  '"'^y  •»  these 

thlt^^T  '"'"  ^?"  ^"J  testimony  to  prove 
that     a  large  portion,  if  not  all,  of  the  ^nls 
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which  are  sold  as  pure  and  genrine  are  nothing 
but  a  mixture  of  cider  brandy,  logwood,  oak 
bark,  and  other  astringents*  ?  These,  Sherman 
are  grave  charges  to  bring  against  our  retailers 
of  hquors.  It  seems  to  me  you  ought  to  con- 
sider the  matter  a  little  more  carefully  before 
you  come  out  in  this  public  manner  against 
these  men." 

"  It  is  not  at  all  surprising,  Mr.  Nash,  that 
you  take  this  ground,  I  understand  your  dif- 
ficulty. Your  feelings  and  interest  are  on  that 
side  of  the  question." 

"  My  difficulty  !  What  do  you  mean  T 
"'  Well,  sir,  I  mean  you  have  just  built  and 
rented  a  new  public  house,  for  which  vou 
receive  a  high  rent,  which  you  think  cannot 
besustamed  without  the  sale  of  liquor.  And 
besides,  Deacon  Nash,  you  think  a  little  too 
much  of  a  dram  occasionally,  especially  of 
wine.  The  Bible  says  that  'deacons  must  not 
be  given  to  much  wine.'" 

"  Well,  sir,  I  don't  wish  you,  stripling  as 
you  are,  to  attempt  to  instruct  a  man  of  gray 
hairs.  The  world  has  come  to  a  strange  pass, 
that  young  men  who  are  scarcely  out  of  their 
'  teens '  assume  the  authority  of  lecturing  old 
people." 

"Deacon,  I  wish  to  be  reverent  and  respecir 
ful,  but  I  must  protest  against  the  position  you 
occupy  m  this  community.  You  stand  right 
m  the  way  of  the  temperance  reform ;  your 
whole  influence  is  on  the  side  of  rum." 


!!|    i 


re  nothing 
wood,  oak 
Sherman, 
ir  retailers 
;ht  to  con- 
illy  before 
r  against 

fash,  that 
I  your  dif- 
re  on  that 

ion?" 
built  and 
^hich  you 
ik  cannot 
or.  And 
little  too 
ecially  of 
must  not 

pling  as 
I  of  gray 
nge  pass, 
of  their 
Liring  old 

1  respect- 
ition  you 
ad  right 
m;  your 


THi  SATANIC  mam.  ^^j 

tW  sid:?S  I'rmTvel'^"^  ?i^^^«  ^^n  on 
tippling/    But  Tno;:7er'dt"^^^^^^^ 
only  safety.      And  TKa?  °7^^«^ger  and  thy 

members  of  our  Lsociaf?^:^  ^*^'l^  ^^^^  *he 
feel  as  I  do.  K  J^ll  T^'^  *^^3^  «««  ^nd 
honest  sentiment  oTouT^S^^^^  *^^ 

we  are  making  an  effn^Vo  /^^  "^^^  ^ 
and  others,^for  Z  wl^  ^^^""^  ^"^^^^^es 
become  very  hard^^Xi^S  ^*  SLr  ^^  ^^^ 
find  a  deacon  of  an  Onih  P  J^^^  grmed  to 
in  our  way/'        ^  Orthodox  church  standing 

noril^oS-'^^^^^^^^  I  am 

evils  ouZmvLnlt'^i  ^  f^^  ^  «ee  th^ 

^  "WV,tlTdoTou'^^^^^^^ 

have  you  rented  f>iia  i!l       J?  ^^^  ^  and  why 

The/i.  -Sit;  aar'''^r! 

needs  some  explanation  "  ^  '^^o'' 

have  no  right  to  Swi     J  P'^^^'"  a^^jou 
habits."    ^      ^  •^'<'***«  to  «"e  about  lay, 

thinf^t::g^«^»>,gin'in,some;I     • 
leamng  ag^„,tk  diS'^:^^,^"  ""^ 
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blubberin',"  said  another  inebriate,  as  he  pulled 
down  Za<;k's  hat  over  his  eyes. 

"And  as  for  this  house,"  continued  the  dea- 
con, "  I  have  no  control  over  it.  I  rent  it  for 
two  hundred  dollars  a  year." 

"Did  you  say  any  thing  to  Graham  about 
sellmg  liquor  m  it  when  you  rented  it  to  him? 
Did  you  express  any  desire  that  he  would 
not  ?" 

"No,  I  said  nothing  to  him  about  it.  1 
rented  it  to  him  for  so  much,  and  gave  him 
full  liberty  to  control  it,  and  do  as  he  pleased 
with  it.  If  he  sells  liquor,  allows  gambling 
or  dny  other  wicked  practice,  it's  nothing  to 
me.     It  is  his  house,  not  mine." 

"  Did  you  not  tell  some  of  the  friends  of 
temperance  that  it  should  be  kept  as  a  temper- 
ance house  ?" 

"  Suppose  I  did ;  have  I  not  a  right  to  chanjice 
my  mind?"  ^ 

"That  fact,  deacon,  shows  that  your  atten- 
tion was  called  to  the  subject  before  you  rented, 
and  that  you  could  have  controlled  it  had  you 
been  so  disposed.  ,  The  idea  that  a  man  is 
not  responsible  for  the  mischief  his  property 
does  IS  a  ridiculous  one,  and  one  which,  it 
seems  to  me,  will  not  be  entertained  for  a  mo- 
ment but  by  supremely  selfish  men.  Why, 
deacon,  suppose  you  put  under  the  care  of  some 
one,  a  wild  ox,  and  he  breaks  away  and  gores 
men  and  women;  would  vou  not  be  held 
responsible?" 
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"No,  sir ;  not  at  all.     There  could  be 

legal  claim  upon  me  whatever."  . 

ti,;„    «■«  not  talking  about  the  legalitv  of  the 

Si  ^^/i^^'-^"- to  your  4raYre7p^„! 

IVi^'u       ^""^  are  made  drunkards  in  this 

establishment,  will  not  God  hold  you  reswns^^ 

We  for  their  ruin?     Will  you  not  be  hlw  at 

his  bar  as  an  accessory  ?"  ^  ** 

"That  is  quite  another  matter,  and  onp 

rtlied'  h!  r  P'^P^'"  *l'J'«=>'-in  this  place"" 

'^«^S:dr;nSKuldntbe 

you  wm  w"'f>.''"''"T-  ^''"P^  hererfter 
you  will  have  the  goodness  to  say  nothing 
about  me  or  my  business  "  rotni^o-i  *i  ""'"'"8 
rather  sharply    °""°*''''  "^tumed  the  deacon, 

.Sherman  promi8edDonaldson,when  he  showed 
him  the  extracts  from  the  Uquor  peddler  W 
that  he  would  lay  the  matter  bef^  the  iu^' 
men  s  association,  and  induce  ite  Lembew  tf 

nCe  from  Sr  ?  '^'T'"''  to  totd  K 
i,r!u  •     "toxicatmg  drinks.     By  read- 

mg  the  receipts  for  counterfeiting  liquL    he 

Stedln^rr"^*'^"  atteSThich 
iW««ii»  ^u  Wointment  of  a  committee  to 
investigate    the    matter,    and    finally    the 
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rewlutiona  which  Shenaan  was  posting  up 
when  the  deacon  met  him. 

Eor  the  information  of  the  reader,  it  is  proper 
to  ae^  thftfc  deacon  Nash  was  a  very  avaricious 
man,  and  emphatically  doubled  tongued.     He 
became  all  things  to  all  men  in  the  worst  sense 
of  the  term.     He  had  claimed  to  be  a  temper- 
ance man,  talked  loudly  in  its  favor,  and  some 
times  ventured  to  speak  in  its  behalf  in  tem- 
perance meetings,  notwithstanding  he  wa^i  in 
the  constant  habit  of  using  port  wine  as   a 
beverage.     This,  however,  he  concealed  from 
his  brethren  and  the  world.     In  the  construc- 
tioii  of  a  railroad,  which  was  located  nearly  a 
mile  from  the  village  of  Harwood,  it  became 
necessary  to  locate  the  depot  on  the  deacon's 
land.    He  saw  at  once  it  would  put  him  in  a 
situation  to  make  money  by  dividing  up  his 
farm,  and  selling  it  oifffor  village  lots  at  a  high 
price.  To  start  tlie  excitement,and  make  people 
believe  it  would  be  a  village,  if  not  a  second 
rate  city,  he  immediately  erected  two  good 
buildings,  one  of  which  he  denominated   a 
tavern.    In  this  we  see  no  particular  harm, 
nor  of  this  do  we  complain.     It  was   very 
proper  for  the  deacon  to  erect  a  public  house 
where  travellers  could  be  made   oomft^rtable 
durmg  their  stay.     But  what  we ;  -  lo  tila  ia  of  is 
the  deacon's  cupidity,  which  led  him  to  rent  his 
bmldmg  to  a  low,  vulgar,  profane,   drinking 
man,   for  the  purpose  of  keeping  a  liquor 
tftvem.    He  spent  much  of  his  time  there  in 
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lost  hifl  standine  in   fh«  *K    T**""**-    H« 

wholly  u^fiHrSe  :t  l.r.T.""'^^'^ 

warmth  in  opposing  KhpZ?  ^®  ^*'^-  His 
the  ground  of  Kj'"?.^ ^"^  ^^oJly  on 
that  Graham  told  Wm  he  wL^'-  '^'^'^^ 
dollars  more  r^nt  i?h^  wouTate'"?'^*!? 
hquor  For  a  little  «//%  W-ZrJ  ^u  ' 
good  deacon  allowed  GrXtTT'  therefore,  this 
gates  of  death,  a^d  to  ^^1.^.'^"^^''"  ^'^ 
time  and  eternity     We   h»^   neighbors  Tor 

abundance;  but/thank  Go^?^  '""''  '"*°  ^ 
deacons.  '  *^'  *he>  are  not  aU 

BouStht'^d'c^aS'  ^°r«  ^"^  *he 
only  in  thJtowC/^^a^^f ---^on  "o* 

^ctaon  of  country  BunSn'fi     T^  *  ''"^e 

absented  the£r4tr^/bstemious,   and 

rumsellers  saw  th?chaZf^!^°^,*^.°P«-  ^he 
working  among  the  3       resolutions  were 

felt  the  loss^hey  were  Sf  •"""?'  '^'*  <*^Ply 
Of  the  stand  th^ZeiaT^^-rTi 

itcteUrSy^pid^T^  r.-^?  • 

prosecute  the  yoimfmen  for  ^ll?'"*"?""  <« 
proseeutiouswLofm"„:^S:lSl„^o 
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the  evidence  that  the  charges  made  in  the 
resolutions  were  true. 

One  morning,  several  weeks  after  the  pas- 
sjige  of  the  resolutions,  Doty  was  in  at  a  drug 
store,  and  called  foi  some  creosote,  carbonate  of 
potash,  and  lunar  caustic;  and  while  the  drug- 
S^st  was  putting  up  the  articles,  Sci  ibner  and 
JJr.  Jbmly  came  in. 

^  "Mjr  wife,"  said  Doty,  evidently  chagrined, 
IS  gomg  to  color  some   garments,  and  I  am 
g^tti^  these  articles  for  her." 

"What  use  does  she  make  of  lunar  caustic 
and  creosote  in  coloiing?"  asked  the  doctor, 
with  an  msidious  smile. 

"  I  didn't  ask  her.  If  you  wish  to  know, 
you  must  inquire  for  yourself,"  replied  Doty. 
JN  ow,  Doty,"  said  Scribner,  « I  hope  you 
won  t  mix  these  ingredients  with  your  liquoi-s. 
r ou  have  poisoned:  men  enough.  Creosote  is 
a  subtile  poison,  one  drop  of  which  is  sufficient 
to  kill  ten  men;  and  you  are  mixing  it  with 
your  new  whiskey,  to  give  it  the  appearance 
of  age."  ^^ 

"Who  says  it's  a  poison?"  asked  Doty, 
sharply.  ^  "^ 

"All  chemistsand  well-informed  physicians," 
rephed  Scribner. 

"All  ignorant  fanatics,  you'd  better  say," 
sneered  Doty.  *^ 

"  Well,  here's  Dr.  Finly,  who  has  never  been 
called  a  fanatic.  I  should  like  to  hear  his 
opimon  on  the  subject,"  said  Scribner. 
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>ng  opinion  with  scien/fic  men   iVetyTlhi 
creosote  IS  an  active,  subtile  Doison     pI  '     t 
stances,  I  think,  act  more  C°'n„^7 '"'^ 
V0U8  system  than  this      DpS        v^  '''"■" 
careftlly  to  destro^  the  nerves  of^L'*/!'7 

-c.,ect  genfiXt   anc&y  r^ S^ 
Dr.  Boardman,  a  dentist  of  Haitf,  rd  who  ^,v/ 

''Whirer'"^"? ''  for  this  p'uS:e?' 

.      wiatis  youropmion,  doctor  oifftdT,ltl,..t 
.ng  hqaor  with  thele  poisons  r4edsSne1" 

drnnkards.  Ill  thi  Ithfnt  ^'^  '^  "°'°'"''" 

of  d,.gged  h>' *'^'  'ihi  tV;:rr.rr 

?o  common  that  almost  eveiy  drnnk^d  1« 
feaKr*  ''xr  tt  '^--.^-ome'of t    f 
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CHAPTER    XVII. 

FORCE  OF  PUBLIC   SENTIMENT. 

"  Our  enemies  have  best  us  to  the  pit : 
It  IS  more  worthy  to  leap  in  ourselves 
1  han  tarry  till  they  push  us. 

"What  is  going  to  be  done  here?"  enquired 
Mr.  Coonradt  of  Doty  and  John  Matthews,  as 
they,  were  examining  the  old  distillery  which 

repSd  Sy.  '''^'  '^  ''^"^'^^  thisbuUding," 
"For  what  purpose?" 

"To  open  a  market  in  the  neighborhood  for 
corn  and  rye." 

agliS''  ^''''  ^^'""^   ""^  '*^'**^'^^  ^  distillery 

«  Jf\  *^^*  ^^  ^^^'  P^^'Pose  now." 
It  theypassthe  Maine  law,  it   will  be  apt 
to  put  out  the  fires,  won't  it  r  ^ 

"  That  law  won't  pass  this  session.  I  have 
received  a  letter  from  the  member  for  this  dis- 
trict, who  assures  me  thei'e  is  no  danger  of  its 
passing;  on  the  strength  of  that  we  fre  going 
to  ^repair  the  old  distillery. "  ^    ^ 

f^'"fW  i®  '^  too  much  stwength  in  New  Yo'k 
to  that  law  eve'  to  pass.     Liquo'  dealers  con- 
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.  "  It  IS  to  be  hoped  they  will     T  «>inni^ 
J^i^Mt  a  grentiity  t^S stateKtuM 

■^So  should  I,  Mr.  Coonradt,"  said  Dotv 
,man  of  great  influenop       T«   ,,^'*^"^*^^»  a^ti  a 

;rrt£.*''""'  '"PP°'*«'-«  -ill  c]aim\im  i  a 
ber  of  the  famav    Tt    •'^""P"*"^'"^'"- 
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This  move  of  Doty's  was  deprecated  by  the 
whole  community.  A  pubhc  meeting  was 
called,  a  petition  was  drawn  up  in  respectful 
language  and  signed  by  the  inhabitants,  and 
presented  to  Mr.  Doty.  The  wives  of  drunk- 
ards went  to  him  and  besought  him  with  tears 
not  to  ^  open  a  distillery;  but  petitions  and 
entreaties  made  no  more  impression  on  his  hard 
heart  than  the  shadow  of  a  cloud  passing  over 

.  :f{*®^'  *^®  laboratory  of  ruin  and  death  was 
in  full  operation,  John  devoted  his  whole  time 
to  superintending  the  purchase  of  wood  and 
grainy  and  the  sales  of  liquor.  Very  soon  John  ' 
discovered  their  sales  did  not  come  up  to  the 
number  of  gallons  daily  manufactured. 

"Fathe'  Doty,"  said  John,  "I  think  we  had 
bette  send  out  a  peddle'.  Ou'  sales  a'e  wathe' 
too  slow  fo'  the  amount  we  a'e  making." 

"  Who  can  we  get  that  will  make  a  ffood 
salesman  and  carry  the  matter  through  suc- 
cessfully?" inquired  Doty.  ^ 

"Ned  Da'by,  I  think,  will  be  just  the  chap. 
He  loves  to  wide,  and  he  would  wathe'  be  on 
the  woad  any  time  than  to  eat." 

.   '!  S^^^  ^^"  ®^^^  ^^3^  *^iJig  to  tim  on  the  sub- 
ject?" 

"  Yes ;  he  is  weady  to  go  wheneve'  we  sav 
the  wo'd."  .  ^ 

"  What  team  shall  we  send  him  out  with  ?" 
"  I  wathe'  guess  we  had  bette'  let  him  take 
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tt«r^  ho'ses;  he  likes  to  dwive  a  good 

^^t4X:'Znt-'^''''  conve«atio„, 
distillery,  ~ed  ?n    Y""^  V^y  from  the 
barrels  and  fi?thv  llv   "i^"*^^   ^"^"^  of  din^v 
key.     ToaS&5;f''"1'^*''^hS 
team,  was  a  camnrSri?-''!''  ''l^''^^  "^  " 
As  he  passed  thZTtZttZ^'^''^-d- 
the  crack  of  his  wl.;?> V-     ^"^^ts  of  Harwood 
assumed  a^^  of  impminff  ^T'rr''^  ^^ 
evidence  that  he7l?  ^^5 "J^^*^  abundant 
not  entirely  destitntfi7.1f  "°*,'?"-      He  was 

dence,  confidence  in  hCelf  an/  ^^""^  ""P"" 
t"te  for  the  article  inhi;hi''f'^?^  «PP«- 
abounded  in  profanitv  ZT  u  '^®*'*-  He 
every  yice  commW|j,»fr ''y^.  «'"'  "'"^ost 

Wthonghrr„w\t fcl"'"' "^'<=^' 
tionin  every  bai' roonf and  WrT'"  ''"''?• 

and^t5rr;,y>'-=r^^^^^^^^ 

the  tem^petS  i^J^'Th"'''''^'*  '°^«^0'' 
pleasure  mhectorinThhn  wl.f  ••^,  ^^  ^rea^' 
by  imitating  his  sS  .,3  ,,'" '"'  P^sence, 
ing  loose,  /aurtil  '^  "h  T,^"^'  ^nd  by  wear: 
upon  their  fingers  "'"'''"''  ''*"d   rings 

tillery  to  bask  in  fh«  ll      rx?^'  ^^^^  the  dis- 


sun.     His  stupid,  slug" 
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gish  nature  soon  became  relaxed  under  the 
influence  of  heat  and  a  southerly  breeze,  and 
he  dropped  asleep.  Some  rude  young  fellows 
passing  by  and  seeing  his  condition,  resolved 
on  having  some  sport  at  his  expense.  A  large 
box  which  was  lying  close  by  was  carefully 
placed  over  him.  They  seated  themselves 
around  their  caged  humanity,  anxiously  await- 
ing the  moment  when  he  should  awake  from 
his  slumbers.  Soon  the  box  raised  up  on  side 
and  fell  back.  At  the  second  effort,  he  suc- 
ceeded in  throwing  it  over.  Looking  around 
upon  the  young  men  indignantly,  he  exclaimed, 
"  Well,  weally,  you  a'e  fine  gentlemen !" 

^^  We  did  it  out  of  kindness  to  you.  We 
we'e  afwaid  the  wavens  would  pick  out  you' 
eyes,"  said  one. 

"You  a'e  all  a  pack  of  woudies." 
"  Don't  be  so  angwy,"  said  another,  "we  we'e 
afwaid  the  ways  of  the  sun  would  tan  vou' 
skin."  ^ 

"  Go  off,  you  wascals ;  you  a'e  wo'se  than  a 
gangofwobbe's,''  replied  John,  in  a  loud  and 
angry  tone,  as  he  went  towards  the  distillery. 

"  Matthew,  Mark,  Luke,  and  John,''  said  one, 
moderately;  "what  a  specimen  you  are  to 
represent  the  first  and  the  last  of  the  holy  evan- 
gelists. 

"  Who  do  you  wepwesent,  you  wenegades?" 

John  was  glad  to  enter  the  distillery  and 
hide  himself  in  its  fumes  and  smoke,  away  from 
the  sneers  and  reproaches  of  the  young  men. 
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in  tli'Se*^  -"-d  f.ut  this  «- 

to  a  feverish  ^t^^^^Tsu£dfn'''''-T'' 
storm  upon  the  heads  of  nnl;  ?  *  ^'"^^nt 
their  apologists.  ''^"°'"  ^^'^^^  Md 

ke;?roLTXoSerof  ^r^^"  -'^«<»  ^j** 

as  he  passed  outof^hl  1      "'•^  Howland, 
stormy  night.  '''^''  °"^   "lark  and 

"To  hell .r-  was  his  reply. 

Oris.  «Hei;th^$?0*terrS  '^  ^''^ 

that  s;eTXnnown  ^/"^S^^^^^m  of  water 
of  the  village^  H^l^  i"'"W'»  ***«  '"'^er  part 
below  the  bridl    rT.^V  ^''t  ^S'^'y  'ods 
stood  Doty's  diftillerv     It  t" ^  °*^  **  «*^'^' 
the  direcfon  whSam?trT?P°^"^' '"«"» 
for  help,  that  some  one  ht?  f'n'"^'?°S<'"«« 
bridge  bto  the  river       ^^  ^'*"^"  ^'''"'  *'»^ 
elapsed  before  thetw*'  ""^"-^   ""'""tes 
anxious  inqSrersaft^!'!f!'  were   filled   with 

the  banks  on  eXSSe  ted  witf  *'"""'  """^ 
mg  lanterns  and  tn-^i,     ™™.with  men  carry. 

unhappy  Sb"?'  '"f  >°g««""ehfor  tie 

raking  the  bottom  of  tSvlf'ttw""^, 
Henry  Howland  was  found  ?J^®  ^y  "' 
of  the  PiersuponXfS*strtth:i 


tu 
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tn  t    Hi 
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to  Doty  s  distillery.  A  coroner  was  called,a jury 
B^mmoned,  and  a  verdict  rendered  that  he 
came  to  his  death  by  ''droioning,  caused  hy  m- 

The  same  week  Philip  Saxbury  returned 
home  late  at  night  from  Doty's  tavern,  drunk. 
Jdis  family  were  absent.  The  next  day  when 
his  wife  came  home  she  found  him  lying  upon 
the  hearth,  his  head  burned  to  a  crisp,  and  a 
small  jug  of  whiskey  standing  by  his  side. 

Ihese  incidents,  which  occurred  in  the  vil- 
lage and  within  so  short  a  time,  silenced  the 
cavillers,  aroused  the  conservatives,  and  stim- 
ulated the  active  temperance  men  to  greater 
exertions  and  self-denying  labors  to  suppress 
the  traffic.  By  Scribner  and  Donaldson  they 
were  looked  upon  as  special  providences  to 
circumscribe,  and  finally  destroy,  the  sale  of 
intoxicating  drinks  as  a  beverage  in  the  town 
01  Harwood. 

^  "  Well,  Ned,  have  you  sold  out  your  load?" 
inquired  Doty,  as  Ned  was  driving  into  the 
yard  on  his  return. 

"No,IhainV  replied  Ned,  as  heclambered 
down  from  the  huge  pile  of  barrels. 

You  haven't !      What's  the  matter  ?" 

«i.«P  T^  '^''?^  ''^^''^y  ^*°*  a^7-  That's 
what's  the  matter.' 

"Did  you  go  to  Mr.  Plummer's  ?'' 
"  Yes." 

"What  did  he  say?" 

"He  said  he  didn't  want  none.    He  said 
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■«ough  now  toZe  on^"'*'  '"^  ^""^  «"*  %"« 
"  Yes/°"  e°*°  Mr.  Wentworth's?" 
"  What  did  he  say?" 

driv'^®  '"!'■*  '"''°'*  ^'^^  none.     When  I 

aS:.  H^owtdt^sr^"^  ir  ^V 

all  sorts  of  fun  of  me  t^S T^^  *"'*  ^''^7  ""^^e 

in  better  basinets  to'  Shan  Z?-,r°'\*°  ''.* 
around  the  couctrv  "  P«ddlmg  death 

"^''?'*didWentworthsayr 

piece  of  my  mind"  '"'^^  S^ven  them  • 

"It  wouldn't  done  no  sood      All  «i„      xi. 
road  folks  pints  their  Wrs  and  1^^  *''® 
'murder;  and  some  'LTJ^   jJ^  ,^^  «*y» 

in  the  Roger'SmeSte^Jfi-JX 

"  What  did  they  write'" 

"  T.^ey  wrote '  JK;?  /bnifoe,' '  Denfs  Brnth ' 

"« WeTl^'  I  never  heamrirfo^'"  "^  ^"^ 

fortS'i^^te-'rl.Eri-i^i'^t^^ 

r^ia-ruff°f.*'^-^^^---ruS 
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wJ  ^A^^''^  sentiment,     Doty    mounted   his 

hirwhiskT  ^^^^^  ''^*''  ""^^^  '^^^  ""^ 

"Good  morning,  Mr.  Doty,"  said  a  gentle- 

tTljiJT-^'^'fu  "^^^  ^'^  notgoilgout 
to  peddle  liquor,  I  hope?" 

"Why  do  you  hope  so?"  asked  Doty. 
On  account  of  the  effects  of  it  in  the  com- 
mumty.  I  have  a  couple  of  neighbors  here 
near  me,  who  are  as  fine  men  as  I  wish  to  live 
by,  when  sober ;  but  when  they  get  liquor, 
they  act  more  like  devils  than  men.  One  of 
them  came  home  last  night,  struck  his  wife 

ri^^fv,^""^?  f'PP,^'"^  ^"^   ^"*  a  gash  in   her 
head  three  inches  long.     I  heard  the  noise,  and 

Sd  h7r  "  '  ^  ^''^''  ^^  '^^"^^  ^^^^ 

"  Well,  what  is  that  to  me  ?" 

"  Perhaps  it  is  mthing  to  you,  but  it  is  to 
me.  It  annoys  7ne  very  much.  Every  time 
he  comes  home  drunk,  I  have  to   ^o  over  to 

^^K^t  ^T.  ^^^""^  ^''  ^^^''     A^d  it  seems , 
to  me,  Mr.  Doty,  it  ought  to  be  something  to 
the  man  who  furnishes  the  liquor  " 

"  TK  ^^1^1^  ^  them  that  let  him  have  it." 
Ihatis  the  very  reason,  sir,  I  am  talking 
with  you.     His  wife   says   he   spends   all  his 
earnmgs  at  your  bar." 

"Well,  I  wish  you  and  some  others  would 
mmd  your  own  business.  It  is  very  strange  a 
man  can  t  pursue  an  honest  calling  without 
bemg  abused  and  ridiculed  by  his  neighbors  » 


>» 
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-nay  possibly  think  you  are  enk^osed 
„    honest  bumness,  but  I  doubt  it  someT 

off  on  his'^iissZ'':^  d^:s;'  '"^"'^'  *"  '^^  <'--« 

disIaS'ZSte '  ;'^  ^'^  *?.^  -«'»  -™e 
you  would  cle  with^iS^fA  L',"'''' 
up  the  hill  with  my  load  "  '''P  ""* 

"  I  will  do  so,"  said  the  man. 

He  unhitched   his  cattle  from  tJ,n  ..i      i. 
and  drove  them  out  to  Doty's  tTam     ^   ^^^' 

"  What  are  you  loaded  with  ?"  inauired  tbo 

Yes,  but  what  have  you  aboard?" 
^^^^  Never  mmd,  hook  on.     I'll  pay  you  weU 

"  Now,  see  here,  mister ;  I  won't  stir  nn  i-«oi, 

l?^Cel:^^^^^^^^^-^'>--'&"o£ 

r  w^  ^°^^^^  ^^*^  liquor," 
'  VV^^lioa  haw,    Buck  and  Bright    ^o  ']nn«. 
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"I've  seen  too  much  of  vour  'tarnal  stuff ; 
gee,  go  'long ;  you  can't  fool  me." 

Doty  saw  no  way  but  to  manage  in  some 
manner  to  roll  off  from  his  load  two  or  three 
barrels,  and  run  the  risk  of  leaving  them  until 
he  returned.  He  placed  two  rails  as  skids 
from  his  wagon  to  the  ground,  upon  which  to 
slide  his  barrels.  The  first  one  got  the  advan- 
tage of  him,  burst  off  the  chime  hoops,  and 
emptied  its  contents  upon  the  ground. 

"  My  friend,"  said  Doty  to  a  young  man 
passing  by,  as  he  was  lifting  on  the  second 
barrel,  "  I  wish  you  would  asssist  me  a  few 
moments  in  rolling  off  a  part  of  my  load." 

"  What  are  you  loaded  with  ?" 

"Whiskey." 

"  I  should  be  glad  to  do  you  the  small  favor ; 
but  I  cannot." 

"What  is  in  the  way  of  your  doing  it  ?" 

"I  am  a  temperance  man.  I  have  pledged 
myself  not  to  use  it,  or  provide  it  for  others, 
and  in  every  suitable  way  to  discountenance 
its  use  in  the  community ;  and  I  know  of  no 
way  so  effectually  to  discountenance  the  use 
of  it  as  to  withhold  assistance  from  you  on 
this  occasion." 

"  Nonsense  on  your  pledge  !  Lay  aside  your 
superstitious  notions,  and  help  a  man  in  dis- 
tress." 

"No,  dr;  not  to  handle  whiskey.  How 
many  men  will  that  load  kill  ?  How  many 
wives  will  be  whipped,  and  children  starved, 
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by  it?  How  many  quarrels  do  those  casks 
'^.ontain,  and  how  many  buildings  will  they 
bum  ?     And  how  many ^ 

"  Go  along  about  your  business,  and  stop 
your  abuse,"  replied  Doty,  interrupting  him." 

"  Did  you  say  Rowland  got  his  last  drink  at 
your  bar?  And  did  I  understand  you  to  say 
Saxbury  got  his  jug  filled  at  your  distillery  the 
night  he  went  home  and  fell  in  the  fire  ?  I 
am  a  little  deaf,"  said  the  young  man  sarcasti- 
cally, holding  his  hand  up  to  his  ear. 

"  It's  a  pity  you  aint  dumb  as  well  as  deaf." 

"Yes,  no  doubt  you  would  be  glad  if  all  the 
temperance  men  were  dumb  just  now.  But, 
unfortunately  for  you,  they  still  have  the  use 
of  their  unruly  member,  which  '  set  on  fire  the 
course  of  nature,'  and  convince  you  that  rum 
making  and  retailing  is  warm  business." 

"Well,  do  your  best;  I  am  not  to  be  frights 
ened  by  striplings  and  fanatics ;  I  have  lived 
in  this  town  too  long." 

"  What  have  you  ever  done  to  improve  it  in 
morals  or  wealth  ?" 

"I  have  minded  my  own  business,  just  as 
every  honest  man  should." 

"  Yes,  you  have.  It  has  been  your  business 
for  more  than  thirty  years  to  make  paupers 
and  criminals." 

"  It  is  false,  sir." 

"  Doty,  you  know  it  is  true.  I  can  point  to 
twenty  or  thirty  men  who  have  been  made 
bankrupt  and  brought  down  to  {i  premature 
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grave  by  your  traffic.     Your  whole  life   has 
been  a  blight  and  mildew  and  a  withering  curse 
upon  the  inhabitants  of  this  town." 
■     "  J_^a*  is  your  opinion,  you  fanatic." 

Not  only  mine,  but  of  others.  How  have 
you  made  your  property  ?" 
'*  I  have  made  it  honestly." 
•n  How  many  of  the  houses  you  rent  in  the 
village  did  you  get  of  intemperate  men,  by 
taking  advantage  of  their  appetites  ?  And  how 
many  poor  women  have  you  crushed  and 
ruined?  and  how  many  children  have  you  re- 
duced to  beggary  and  want  ?" 

'\^^?»  ""  V  ^T  ^^"siness,  you  insulting 
wretch !"  replied  Doty.  ^ 

"Your  whole  life  has  been  devoted  to  doing 
mischief;  and  the  sooner  you  are  out  of  the 
world  the  better.  And  I  have  no  doubt  that 
hundreds  of  pious  hearts  are  daily  praying  that 
society  may  soon  be  relieved  of  its  excrescence, 
which  IS  diffusing  the  virus  of  the  most  deadly 
infection  through  it."  ^ 

"  Who  cares  for  their  prayers ;  they  won't 
rise  higher  than  the  old  church  steeple." 

You  may  rest  assured  their  prayers  iviU 
be  Heard  Our  heavenly  Father  has  styled 
himself  the  God  of  the  fatherless,  the  widow 
and  the  oppressed.  He  imll  hear  their  cries' 
and  speedily  avenge  all  their  grievances  and 
jm)ngs ;  for  'the  day  of  vengeance  is  in  his 
heart,  replied  the  young  man,  in  a  grave 
and  solemn  manner. 
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hawij  ^  ?^  ^""^  *°">«g  ™til  nearly  ex- 
?f"f**^'  Doty  succeeded  in  roUinK  off  from 
his  load  three  or  four  barrels,   which  euahn 

cha«LLtc«^cl"^d-e^^:;i 

in»?ff   */°*u^^^''  ^"I'^S  to  «««ist  me  in  roll: 

first."  **^''  ^  ""'"^^  ^<^— I'il  ^^ 

''How  do  you  do,   Mr.  Chester,"  said  Dotv 
Tad  W  T  "f  \^  «*^^^  ^^^re  Wong  drink 

;;  Why,  what  is  the  difficulty?"  ^"• 

A**^™  has  been  a  perfect  revolution  in  tJ.i, 
neighborhood  within  a  few  months  pwt     A 
most  eyery  man  haa  taken  the  pledfe      j^i 
besides,  as  public  sentiment  is  sh^apS   I  i°e 

"  ^'=''»««  tiiey  have  formed  a  societj 
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the  members  of  which  have  unanimously  re- 
solved not  to  patronize  any  one  who  in  any 
way  countenances  the  use  or  sale  of  intoxica- 
ting drinks  ? 

"  Worse  and  worse  !   When  was  that  done  ?" 

"Last  week.  Right  away  after  the  death 
of  Howland  and  Saxbury." 

'•  Then  you  think  you  won't  take  any  ?" 

"  0,  no ;  if  I  should,  it  would  ruin  me.  I 
should  never  be  able  to  trade  another  dollar's 
worth  in  this  place." 

"  Well,  really,  it  seems  as  if  the  world  was 
running  mad  with  fanaticism,"  said  Doty,  as 
he  started  off  from  the  store. 

After  travelling  two  or  three  days  about  the 
country,  he  became  thoroughly  convinced  that 
Ned  had  abundant  reason  for  not  relishing  the 
occupation  of  a  liquor  peddler.  Almost  every 
man  he  met  curled  the  lip  of  contempt,  pointed 
the  finger  of  scorn,  and  reproached  him  with 
severe  language.  Very  often,  while  passing 
persons,  they  would  cry  out  "Death,"  "Mur- 
der,' and  use  other  epithets  expressive  of  the 
infamous  business  in  which  he  was  engaged. 

When  he  was  passing  the  county  house,  he 
saw  a  man  sitting  in  the  corner  of  the  fence 
by  whom  he  did  not  wish  to  be  recognized.  It 
was  Peter  Wilkins.  Doty  knew  him,  for  he 
had  known  him  in  former  days. 

"  Halloo,  Doty,  is  that  you?"  inquired  Wil- 
kins. 

Doty  paid  no  attention  to  him,  but  struck 
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h!m'"*'w^f"^P^'^''  °n  <^  if  he  did  not  hear 

themde  of  the  wagon,  and  imploringly  stretched 
up  his  long,  bonyams,  sayine  "gIvp  ™!  k    i 
my  farm  you  stole  from^^.     llav    it 
give  me  back  my  farm  !"  ^'  ^°'^' 

If  a  ghost  had  met  him   or  if  ,^r,„  u  j 
pear^d  to  him  in  his  wMing   Lerfrom  Z 
realms  of  the  dead,  it  would  L  have  surriSd 
him  more.     Poor   Wilkins,  his  victim  K. 
jner  years,  had  long  since  been  f2otte„    £ 

vdce  whichffrr'^^  T^  '""^  ^°-"f  t 
voice,  wnicn  he  had  so  often  hpirri  ir.   i.-   i: 

Ki„  lamily.     He  was  once  a  rewpnto 

ble  man,  and  owned  a  hundred  a^res  oK" 
weU  improved,  with  a  comfortabTeTol  and 

tlTch  reStTiXtS'-hirif/  ^' 
county  house  for  support  ^       ^        *^^ 

BO  -^SdrcrofTcL-rttbr'  ^^^ 
Bdetrwtr  k;  rir/s-fro'''^  *=""■ 

S     tL         "''*T  '"^'"^'J  ^ocal  Witt  his 
guilt.      The  passing  breeze,  the  rustling  leaf' 
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ki 


and  the  murmuring  brook  reminded  him  of 
his  life  of  villany.  He  felt  as  did  Shakspeare's 
Richard  III.,  when  he  exclaimed, — 

"  My  conscience  hath  a  thousand  several  tongues, 
And  every  tongue  brings  in  a  several  tale, 
And  every  tale  condemns  me  for  a  villain." 

While  on  his  way  home,  on  a  piece  of  road 
which  was  newly  worked,  his  horses  became 
set.  He  made  several  attempts,  by  prying  up 
the  wheels  and  whipping  his  team,  to  remove 
his  load  from  the  slough,  but  all  to  no  purpose. 
It  was  now  dark.  He  saw  no  alternative  but 
tq  go  nearly  a  mile  to  a  farm  house  and  secure 
assistance.  While  absent  from  his  load,  a  phy- 
sician passed  by,  who  very  freely  recorded  his 
sentiments  upon  the  wagon  box  and  barrels 
with  phosphorus. 

Doty  returned  without  assistance,  and  to 
his  astonishment  he  read  in  blazing  characters 
of  light  upon  his  wagon  and  barrels^  ^'  Death 
Cart,''  ''Lucifer  s  Agents,''  LiquidFire,"  Delirium 
Tremens,"  '^ Property  Destroyer,"  '^ Disease  Breed- 
er" ''Death  hwoker"  "Hell  Proem  er"  If  he 
had  read  these  dreadful  words  in  characters  of 
fire  upon  the  blue  vault  of  heaven,  or  if  a 
fallen  angel  from  the  bottomless  pit  had  an- 
nounced them,  he  could  not  have  been  more 
agitated  or  alarmed.  Stung  with  the  keenest 
remorse,  like  Judas,  he  put  an  end  to  his  exis- 
tence. 

The  next  morning  his  lifeless  body  was  found 
suspended  from   the   branch  of  a  small  tree 
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Lt  kV^  r/^.^'?  l»«d.  Thus  closed  the  worth- 

ess  hfe  of  Abijah  Doty.    His  corpse  was  taken 

to  the  village  of  Harwood  for  intermeat^d 

m  a  few  months  the  family  erected  over  tta 

f,     "  — ; — No  mortal  woes 

vv^-i*^'^  ^^^,  ^""^^7  sleeper  here, 
While  angels  watch  the  soft  repo.se." 

na^i'T"^?""  *"■  *'^^  *'^  °f  "atire  to  incite 
ns  to  chensh  m  our  memory  deceased  relativ^ 

t loned  •"%  ^r^'  ^^i  "«'«  vicious  aS 
abandoned.  But  it  should  be  remembered 
that  no  marble  pile,  or  deeply-cut  bscripiTons 
npon  granite  or  brass,  can  bfot  out  theh  S 

IZt  ff  r*""''^/  '»^°'  «••  change  the  senS 
ment  of  the  world  respecting  their  character 

mett  arno7'  ^^'  t^t  «'«<'«»"  "^  ^^e  moni: 
ment  atDoty's  grave,  the  following  lines  weiv 

uX"wnTand'-^*^  '  '^'^  P-»  ^^-^ 

"  7b  t1i£  rmmxyryo/ABisXTi  Doty." 

"  §2I2Vf"  u*^  "^i**®  ^  ^ir*»e  and  mankind 

S's  SS.'^/'^  ^*°'*  ^'^"^ ««  ^'^•'k  a  mind; 
« igni  s  sable  veil  your  cnraes  can  never  hide 

.       S^.h^L?/'"'^*'  '*^«'^'^  «'"t  historic  tide!' 
In  nn^Af^^i*^' ^T°"^«ed  memoryshall  live 
In  all  the  glare  that  infamy  can  dve  • 

Sl^'^'^f  Orphans  shall  attend  yoi  name- 

B&o/ JlnS"'"  «ternl/waits  to  roll 
Kivers  ot  sulphur  on  your  guilty  soul ; 
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Nature  looks  back  with  conscious  error  sad, 
On  such  a  tarnished  blot  aa  sbo  has  made. 
Let  hell  receive  him,  riveted  in  chains, 
Damned  to  the  hottest  focua  of  its  fiamea." 


'i 
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The  friends  of  Doty  charged  the  above  to 
John  Scribner  and  the  village  schoolmaster. 
The  language  app  '  ^y.Y8h  and  severe,  it  is 
true,  but  when  we  ^mber  that  he  was  the 
direct  cause  of  destroying  the  property  and 
reputation  of  thirty  or  forty  men,  a  large  num- 
ber of  whom  had  already  gone  down  to  a 
drunkard's  grave,  it  is  no  more  harsh  or  severe 
than  an  enlightened  philanthrophy  would 
dictate. 

The  death  of  Doty  inspired  the  people  with 
the  hope  that  the  distillery  would  stop,  and 
the  sale  of  liquor  at  his  tavern  cease.  But 
John  had  become  so  thoroughly  committed  to 
that  side  of  the  question  that  he  nerved  him- 
self anew,  and  collected  every  particle  of 
^energy  he  pl^ssessed  to  brave  it  through.  He 
knew  public  sentiment  was  setting  against 
him  ;  he  was  convinced  his  traffic  was  ruinous 
to  many  of  the  inhabitants;  he  was  satisfied 
he  was  sending  distress  and  anguish  into  many 
families,  and  multiplying  criminals  and  paupers; 
but  he  had  committed  himself,  and  his  iron  will 
and  pride  of  opinion  would  not  allow  him  to 
change. 

John,  however,  in  view  of  the  growing  oppo- 
sition against  him,  very  soon  felt  the  need  of 
having  some  one  to  assist  him  in  carrying  on 
his  business  successfully.     His  aged  father  was 


THE  SATANIC  LICENSE. 


327 


applied  to,  who  readily  accepted  the  proposi- 
tion  to  become  the  paitner  of  his  son.  This 
an-angement  was  made  because  Mr.  Matthews 
waswdl  acquainted  with  several  gentlemen  in 
the  city  of  New  York,  who  were  at  the  head 
of  extensive  establishment  for  the  adulteration 
of  liqnore.  John  had  become  convinced  that 
It  was  impossible  to  dispose  of  their  whiskey 

tti°Tiu^®°"®  ^®  ^°'^^*  »  foreign  market 
thiongh  the  acquaintance  of  his  father.  His 
project  succeeded  to  a  charm.  The  old  gentle- 
man went  to  New  York  and  contracted  all 
they  could  manufacture  at  a  large  price. 

m-^'^fi  f^  l^iftillery  was  now  enlarged,  re. 
modelled  and  its  iires  rekindled  for  a  long  and 
steady  blast.  Every  facility  which  could  in 
any  degree  enlarge  its  capacity  to  pour  forth 
a  burning  stream  of  death  was  added.  A 
double  set  of  hands,  and  materials  in  abun- 
dance, were  provided,  which  continued  the 
tones,  fire,  and  smoke  of  Pluto's  laboratory 
day  and  night.  Sabbaths  even  not  excepted. 

tl,.  if  *^T°1'  '  "^rthe  above  arrangement, 
the  elder  Matthews  was  taken  violently  ill  A 
council  of  physicians  waa  called,  and,  after  a 
critical  examination  into  the  nature  of  his 
aisease,  it  was  pronounced  a  malignano  case  of 
inflamrmtYimth^  l^ain,  which  in  a  few  days 
terminated  hislife.  On  account  of  the  feelings 
of  surviving  friends,  physicians,  no  doubt,  afe 

tw  *   T*l*°  §^^«  a  softer  name  to  diseases 
than  ti-uth  wUl  waii-ant.    It  was  so  in  the  case 
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of  Matthews.  He  was  a  very  intemperate 
man,  and  had  been  so  for  yeare.  It  is  true,  he 
did  not  frequent  low  groggeries,  stagger  in  the 
streets,  and  wallow  in  the  gutter;  yet  he  was 
a  drunkard,  a  drunkard  in  high  life,  and  died 
of  deliriv/m  tremens^  notwithstanding  he  was 
surrounded  with  beauty,  intelligence,  and 
wealth. 

The  practice  of  concealing  the  vices  of  high 
life  in  this  manner  is  pernicious,  and  paves  the 
way  for  intemperance  to  run  rampant  over 
society.  Physicians  should  strip  off  the  mask, 
and  let  all  classes  see  that  inebriation  in  high 
life  is  attended  with  the  same  fearful  results 
as  in  the  lower  classes,  and  that  just  as  many 
hissing  serpents  crawl  through  the  hair,  and 
demons  with  glaring  eyeballs  dance  on  the  pil- 
lows, of  the  rum  maniac  in  the  well-furnished 
parlor  of  Brussels  carpeting,  and  rosewood  and 
mahogany  ware,  as  in  the  lowly  hovel  or  shanty. 
It  is  high  time  that  men  learned  that  vice  is 
vice,  and  no  possible  circumstances  can  change 
it  to  virtue,  or  in  any  degree  soften  its  nature. 

The  people  of  Harwood  again  entertained 
the  hope  that  the  distillery  would  be  discon- 
tinued, and  its  fires  cease  to  burn  forever.  In 
this  they  were  disappointed.  It  is  sometimes 
the  case,  when  "  sentence  against  an  evil  work 
is  executed  speedily,  the  hearts  of  the  sons  of 
men  are  fully  set  in  them  to  do  evil."  It  was 
so  in  the  case  of  young  Matthews.  The  advice 
of  fiiends  he  rejected,  the  entreaties  of  temper- 
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ance  men  he  treated  with  contempt,  and  the 

I  diculed  The  fires  of  alcohol  had  burned  • 
out  of  hi8  soul  all  the  finer  feeling  !rf 
humanity.  Be/eared  no  one  he  m^Z  „f 
one  and  rey,ected  no  one.  ilke  ShmJl  C 
hand  was  against  him.  He  becameTe^  ab^ 
r?  *^  ^  r^"'  ""d  on  several  occasions  Md 

l*.f?T),»'^^*;-if """§  *  ^**^y  f"!!  of  snow,  he 

Sock      Not  r  •^°'"  i""'  *'°''^"  "'"'"*  «»' 
ocjocK.      j\iot  commg  home  as  usual   ahon+ 

four  o'clock  in  the  momng  his  wtfe  became 

tCrfor  fll  r*^  "^f '°.*'^  ''^'"  tJ""  he  left 
tneie  tor  the  house  at  nine  o'clock.      The 

taverns  were  searched,  andgrocere  caUeduDon 
5"*. "?;*?««  of  him  coulf  be  found.  IS 
dayhght  he  was  discovered  in  the  corner  of  I 

Sth  ""t^  '  ^""i'?^*  ^^^o^  sno^  cold  in 
Matthew?"  '""^'^  *'''  useless  life  of  John 

.l7r°!-K'''''^*^®°?®  quenched  the  fires  of  the 

foi  joy.      '^'  """^  "'"^^  °"^y  hearte  to  leap 

"  God  wiU  hear  prayer,"  said  the  pious  wife 

aveat?W-    ""''^^P'^yedforCre thi 
a  yeai  that  he  would  stop  that  distillery." 

M.iif  °«^*  ?»°n»mg  after  the  burial  of  younsr 

^^^r\u^^  f^^o^^S  notice  wi^  Voun! 
posted  on  the  door  of  the  distillery  •-- 
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^  "  The  undersigned  take  this  method  to  no- 
tify  their  customera  that  they  have  removed 
to  the  head  establishment,  of  which  this  was 
but  a  branch,  where  they  are  now  carrying  on 
their  business  more  extensively,  free  from  the 
annoyance  of  all  temperance  fanatics  and  the 
opposition  of  an  unjust  public  sentiment. 

"Abijah  Doty, 
"William  Matthews, 
"John  Matthk^^s." 
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CHAPTER    XVIII. 

LEGITIMATE  FRUIT& 
Piiov.  Kiii.  2»,  jjf""""' »''"«.  iney  that  go  to  «Mk  mixed  wiae."- 

"  Well  Mike,  ^hat  do  you  think  of  the 
Carson  League  ?"  asked  John  Holyday  of  a 
comrade    as   he    entered     an    unJer-^old 

Mike  Emerson  was  one  of  the  low  drunkards 
of  Harwood,  whu  spent  the  most  his  time  at 
the  lower  class  of  groggt.,es.     He  had  been 

enough  of  his  skill,  by  sawing  the  strings  of 
his  old  violm,  to  draw  around  him  the  low  and 

bv  fl^Ir  t'n^PU'POBe,  Mike  was  employed 
bv  the  hquor  dealers  to  draw  custom.  When. 
Holyday  went  in,  Mike  sat  with  his  feet  upon 
the  stove,  leading  back  in  his  chair,  hat  on 

Th-  t^"^?:^  ^^'^'  ^^^  <='°««'3'  forcing  out 
of  his  old  fiddle  one  of  his  favorit^  tunes     He 

was  so  deeply  absorbed  that  he  appeared  to 
take  no  notice  of  Holyday's  question 

Mike,  wake  up !  Why  don't  you  answer 
when  gentlemen  ask  your  opinion  on  impor- 
tant questions?"  continued  Holyday,  as  he 
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pushed  Mike's  old  chip  hat  down  over  his  eyes. 

"  I  ain't  going  to  break  off  in  the  middle  of 
a  strain  for  you  nor  nobody  else,"  replied  Mike. 

It  may  be  necessary,  to  make  our  narrative 
intelligible  to  the  reader,   to  state  that  John 
Holyday  married  the  beautiful  and  accomplish- 
ed Olivia  Matthews,   with  whom   he  became 
enamoured  at  a  social   party  at   her  father's 
house.     The   reader  will  remember  on   that 
occasion   wine  was  presented  to  the  guests, 
and  freely  drank  by  all  but  one.      The  indif- 
ference of  parson  Holyday  to  the  temperance 
reform,  and  his  habit  of  drinking  wine  at 
weddings  and  other  social  gatherings,   influ- 
enced John   to  imitate  his  example,   which 
resulted  in  inebriation  and  death.    John  was 
naturally  social,  impulsive  and  energetic,  and 
possessed  good  talents  and  a  well  balanced 
mind.     Having  a  taste  for  study,  his  father 
took  great  pains  to  instruct  his  soil,  and  lay 
the  foundation  for  a  liberal  education.     When 
John  became  acquainted  with  Miss  Matthews, 
he  was  in  his  third  year  in  college.     He  became 
so  charmed  and  enamoured  with  her  beauty, 
intelligence,  and  accomplishments,  that  he  told 
his   friends  he  could  not  go  on  and  finish  his 
education  till  the  question  of  matrimony  was 
favorably  settled  between  him  and  Miss  Olivia. 
This,  however,  was  not  done  under  two  years, 
during  which  much  of  his  time  was  spent  m 
her  society  and  family,  where  the  sentiment 
prevailed, — 
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and  where  the  cry  broke  forth  from  every  lip,— 

"  Wine—brinff  wine : 
Brimming  o'er  with  the  ilraughl  divine." 

In  such  society,  and   under   such  influence 
It  IS  not   strange  that  John  Holyday  foS 
an  appetite  for  intoxicating  drinks,  Jd  becTme 
a  degraded  mebriate.     The   reader  may  Tm  J 
pne  a  tall,  weltbuilt  man  standing  before  hTm 
7ht^^  «y««.  bleared  face,  with  hfre  and  there 
a  blotch,  wearing  a  crownless  hat,  with  slouch- 
ing nm,  his  coat  out  at  the  elbows,  pantaloons 
worn  through  at  the  knees,  and  hi^  toe  °ou 
of  his  boots.     This  degraded,  foriom,  ruined 
^'"S  '1  ^°^l'  Holyday.     This  was  his  appear- 
ance when  he  stood  before  Mike  EmmeWn 
tading  of  him  his  opinion  of  the  cZn 

et:„v^crt:r.«*^--^«^-^e:l: 

T   "  ^''o'J,*  ^°  y°"  tl^ink.  Mike,  of  the  Carson 

"Ain't  thought  much   about  it.     I  guess  if 
Scnbner  stops  all  the  licker  sellin'  in  thi!  town 
hell   have    his    hands  full,"    replied  MikJ 
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abK^aming    a  grave  and  wise  expression  of 
countenance. 

"  That's  what  I  tell'd  'em,"  said  a  poor  sleepy 
drunkard,  getting  up  from  a  bench  in  one 
corner  of  the  room,  where  he  had  been  taking 
a  short  nap. 

"Tom  teird  'em.  You  are  very  free  to 
express  your  opinion,  for  a  stranger,"  said 
Mike. 

It  was  true  of  him  that  he  was  a  stranger  in 
Harwood,  although  that  was  the  place  of  his 
birth.  His  voice  attracted  the  attention  of 
Hplyday;  there  was  something  in  it  which 
reminded  him  of  former  days. 

"  Is  that  you,  Joe  Schoolcraft  ?"  asked  Holy- 
day,  taking  him  by  the  hand. 

"  'Tain't  nobody  else,"  replied  Doty. 
The  reader  will  bear  in  mind  that  School- 
craft contracted  the  habits  of  drinking  and 
gambling  in  his  father's  distillery,  and  finally 
was  detected  in  passing  counterfeit  money,  and 
sent  to  the  state  prison  for  ten  years.  Though 
he  had  been  out  of  prison  for  a  number  of  years, 
this  was  his  first  visit  to  the  place  of  his  child- 
hood. 

"  Why,  Joe,  I  haven't  seen  you  since  I  saw 
you  in  irons  starting  for  Auburn,"  said  Holy- 
day. 

"  That  was  a  dark  day,  John.  The  rattlin' 
of  that  cold  iron  was  darned  heavy  sounds  to 
my  ear,"  returned  Joe. 

"  How  did  you  like  it  there  ?" 
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to  live,  I  thought"  ^-     ^''**'"  ^  ^"y 

"Where  have  you  been  since  you  come  out'" 

iYf  l^en  every  where."      "^  "*' 

"  What  doing  ?" 

"To  work  at  the  old  trade— drinkin'  MmK. 
l<  and  passin-  counterfeit  ^ey°'      '  ^ 

Are  you  not  afraid  of  going  b'ack  ?" 
-i^a'^  '°°'^-     ^'"^  '"ough  fur'em  "  renlied 

"  That-ST«V"*/  ^'^  ^^''  '^  si^-sSr 

if  tli         i^^  *  ?T  """t""  holes  in  their  hides 
It  they  meddle  with  me.  wrmaes 

You'^onMn^t'^fu?''*''^  "'"^  Sheriff  Stempser. 
Sri^' *  '^'"  ""'"""^y  'no.ethanyouc^ould 

timer'aVd  jI'"^*  ^"^  ^^"  '''  *"-  '""S 

in  HamL'''Th»'f '  '"'^'t^f'^^S  matters 
m^^arwood.    The  town  couldn't  exist  without 

"  ?7*^/?"  S°*  *  ^'^e^  John  ?" 

«  w^  have  Joe— one  of  the  right  kind  " 

the  old  man  was  rich."  '      ^ 

"  ^%  five  thousand,  Joe." 

u  J^J^^*  ^a-veyou  done  with  it?" 
Why,  I  ve  been  living  on  it~livinff  fast 
I  beheve  as  old  Denison  usid  to  say,  1^0^ 


336 


THE  MYSTERIOUS  PARCHMENT,  OR 


I  , 


both  sides  while  the  sop  lasts.  When  it's  gone 
we  will  look  out  for  more." 

In  this  Holyday  uttered  the  truth.  He  did 
indeed  live  fast,  so  far  as  crime  and  squander- 
ing money  was  concerned.  It  was  a  common 
thing  for  him,  during  one  night's  debauch,  to 
spend  two  or  three  hundred  dollars.  He  fre- 
quently gave  public  dinners  at  the  hotel, 
when  he  invited  all  of  his  particular  friends, 
who  would  eat,  drink,  and  smoke  to  their 
heart's  content  at  his  expense.  Sometimes  he 
would  spend  the  whole  day  in  walking  the 
streets  with  a  decanter  of  brandy  in  each  hand, 
urging  every  man,  woman,  and  child  to  drink 
with  him.  When  his  decanters  were  empty,he 
took  pleasure  in  dashing  them  upon  the  side- 
walk, saying,  "Empty  bottles  are  not  worth 
carrying  home."  He  had  another  peculiar  habit 
of  squandering,  by  trading  his  garments.  It 
was  very  common  for  him  to  go  from  home  in 
the  morning  sober,  with  a  good  suit  ol  clothes, 
and  return  at  nigh  drunk,  with  an  entire 
change  of  garments.  It  was  his  custom  to 
trade  even  with  every  man  who  gave  him  a 
challenge,  without  any  regard  to  the  size,  color, 
fashion,  or  quality  of  the  garment. 

This  very  much  grieved  and  afflicted  his 
wife,  for  which  she  often  rebuked  him  gently. 
Sometimes  he  would  receive  it  kindly,  while  at 
others  it  chafed  and  irritated  him,  and  called 
forth  harsh  and  severe  language.  By  his 
prodigality    they    were   so    reduced  that  it 
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lessons,   occasionally    naint  «.  ^,^^^^^^^^ 

l«th  re^arf  ably  bright  ttSe,  ?„7aS 

cure  a  class  of  young  ladies,  who  we^  rfal^ 
«t  under  her  instrSetion,    and  ply  her  th^ 
highest  price  for  her  services      vL  »      ..•, 
«he  controlled  her  inco  ™nd  uSd  it  t^nav 
house  rent,  and  to  nropnrA  +\Z  •  ^^^ 

life  for  herW  and  Cily     '^"  '''''''^''''  ^^ 
But  when  Holyday  had  spent  all  the  earthlv 

V  ^^u"  ''y  teasing  her  for  twenty-five  cen^* 
i'irif^  gra„ted_the„%rC; 

soSr,       ^  H®,  *•>«»  ^ent  about  amoni  her 
echolars  and  collected  her  bills  mthout  W 
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employment,  the  avails  of  which  she  could 
more  easily  conceal  from  her  husband.  When 
he  found  this  source  of  income  cut  off,  he 
became  very  angry,  and  swore  if  she  did  not 
go  to  teach  music  again,  he  would  sell  her 
piano  the  first  opportunity  he  found.  She 
pleaded  with  him  not  to  do  it,  and  told  him 
he  had  spent  her  property  in  his  course  of  ine- 
briation, and  that  the  piano  was  all  she  had 
left  from  her  father's  estate. 

"It  is  mine,"  said  the  unfeeling  man,  '' and 
I  will  do  what  I  please  with  it.  Since  you 
h^ve  refused  to  give  music  lessons,  it  is  a  use- 
less article  in  the  house,  and  is  not  worth  the 
room  it  occupies." 

"  Why,  John,  it  cost  yoi  lothing  ;  and  per- 
haps I  may  conclude  to  give  instruction  in 
music  again  after  a  few  weeks,"  replied  his  wife, 
very  feelingly. 

"  Go  at  it,  then.  If  you  will  get  up  a  class 
immediately,  I  won't  sell  it." 

"  Well,  John,  will  you  agree  not  to  collect 
and  spend  my  wages?" 

"  Agree  not  to  spend  i/our  wages  !  What 
do  you  mean  ?  I  wish  you  would  explain 
yourself." 

"You  know  you  collected  and  made  use 
of  all  my  last  bills,  not  one  dollar  of  which 
eve**  came  into  the  family,  or  any  thing  like 
an  equivalent  for  it." 

"Is  that  any  of  your  business?  Must  a 
wife  know  all  about  her  husband's  business  ? 
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my  ou?^'  't V  ^—  T^f'^'''^  '"^'^y  dollar  I 
payout?     This  IS,  indeed,   fine  business  for  « 

y^lJ^  Pf  rverseness  out  of  you."     • 

Why  my  husband,  I   have  no   desire   to 

T^inZSrr''  ^^^''  ^^^  of  your  2t  er^ 
1  am  wiUing  to  give  instruction  in  music    in 
drawing,  painting,  or  even  to  take  in  wa  hinl 
to  support  the  family,  if  you  will  not  f«t.?^' 
my  wages  and  waste  them^  ^^^  ""^ 

you  Sato's ^t''unT  ^^  ^r  ^"«^^«  ^     Ar^ 
familv  ?^  A  P   ?  separate   purse  in  the 

Safe  all^'!  Srfnd  t^K^^'^t t 
please  x^nihr.^,^       ^\.-       ^^y  ^^  out  as  you 

Mrs.  Holyday  sat  trembling  with  fear  Rh^ 
had  never  seen  «?n  mn^k  o  ^^uAear.  c>ne 
evhihifo/-     {;•  "^^  ^^^^^   and  malice 

exhibited  m   his  countenance   before      Uf^l 


be  afraid 
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their  own  father,  whom  they  ought  to  love, 
respect,  and  honor  ?  0,  who  can  measure  the 
evils  of  intemperance  in  this  single  point  alone, 
that  it  sets  the  child  against  the  parent !" 

Some  days  after  the  above  conversation, 
Holyday  came  home  accompanied  by  Parks, 
who  wished  to  examine  the  piano.  After  he 
carefully  surveyed  it  inside  and  out,  and  passed 
his  hands  several  times  over  the  keys  to  see  if 
it  was  in  tune,  he  said,  "  I  will  take  you  up, 
Holyday,  at  your  offer.  I  guess  it  is  a  good 
instrument." 

**  Perhaps  you  would  like  to  hear  the  tone  of 
it.  Olivia,  won't  you  just  play  a  piece,  one  of 
your  best  airs  ?"  asked  Holyday,  exhibiting 
«ome  signs  of  shame. 

"I  have  no  objections  to  playing  a  piece  of 
music,"  very  pleasantly  replied  his  injured 
wife. 

With  a  calm  and  dignified  composure,  she 
took  her  seat  at  the  instrument,  for  a  moment 
ran  her  fingers  over  the  keys,  and  then,  with 
an  unusual  sweetness,  sung  in  the  tune,  "  The 
Mellow  Horn,"  accompanying  her  voice  with 
the  full  and  rich  tones  of  the  instrument  the 
following  lines : — 

"  At  dawn  the  drunkard  drowsy  wakes, 
In  all  his  vile  attire, 
And,  tottering  to  the  dram  shop,  hastw 

To  ply  the  liquid  fire.  "^ 

The  landlord  smiles  to  usher  in 

His  victim  in  the  mom. 
And  glass  by  glass  his  poison  deaU 
To  this  poor  wretch  forlorn; 
Poor  wretch  forlorn, 
Poor  wretch,  poor  wretch  forlorn. 
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"  '*'*ifril'-^'*?"  f^^°^"^  a"fl  sorrow  reien 
„  Withm  the  drunkard's  cot,— 

'Tis  then  she  hears  hia  bitter  oaths. 

On  ragmg  tempests  borne, 
In  withering  cadence  seem  to  float 
Around  her  faded  fom; 

Her  faded  form. 

Her  faded,  faded  form." 

Mrs.  Holyday  arose  from  her  seat,  and  passed 
into  the  other  room  to  conceal  her  fast  falling 
tears  from  Parks  and  her  husband.  As  shf 
turned  from  the  instrument,  she  saw  John  had 
covered  his  face  with  his  hands,  and  was  weet^ 
wg  bitterly  from  the  effects  of  the  music,  whic^ 
seemed  to  touch  the  only  sensitive  chord  r^ 
maimng  m  his  bosom. 

Parks,  without  uttering  a  word,  took  his 
hat,  and  went  home  with  the  settled  determi- 

rnyTrice'.'^"'  *°  *'"''"  ^'^  ^°'^'*^^''  ^''""'  ** 
Holyday  remained  at  home  for  several  days, 
and  manifested  a  disposition  to  abandon  his 
habits  of  dissipation,  and  make  amends  bv 
providing  for  his  family.  " 

My  dear  wife,  how  could  you  sing  those 
verses  yesterday  in  the  presence  of  Mr.  Parks?" 

waSef '^^'  *^^  "^^^^  ---«'  -J'-  ^^ 

« I  don't  know;  lam  astonished  at  myself 
when  thmk  of  it.  But  I  felt  very  deeply 
injured  mview  of  his  treatment  tothi  famU^ 

and  Ithought  then  of  nobetterwaytoexS 
my  feelings  than  to  sing  that  hymn.  Didyou 
thmk  It  out  of  place?"  '"j-uu 
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"  I  ?     0,  no !     I  think  he  deserved  it." 

"  Well,  now,  my  dear  husband,  why  will 
you  not  pledge  yourself  to  me  that  you  will 
never  drink  another  drop  of  intoxicating 
liquors  ?  Can  you  not,  in  view  of  the  wretch- 
edness it  has  brought  upon 'you  and  your  poor 
suffering  wife  and  children  ?"  she  asked,  with 
her  arms  tenderly  thrown  around  his  neck. 

"  Olivia,  if  you  knew  the  strength  of  my 
appetite,  you  would  not  wonder  that  I  hesitate 
to  answer  your  question  in  the  affirmative.  It 
IS  right,  dear  Olivia,  you  should  feel  deeply 
on  this  subject ;  but  I  am  afraid  you  will  never 
see  me  a  reformed  man." 

" 0,  John,  donHisiik  so.  How  can  I  live  if 
you  go  on  as  you  have  done  for  a  few  years 
past  ?  I  must  save  you  from  a  drunkard's 
grave,"  she  replied,  as  she  drew  him  up  con- 
vulsively to  her. 

"  Dear  Olivia,  I  appreciate  your  feelings," 
said  Holyday,  as  the  tears  rolled  down  his  face. 
"  I  esteem  you  for  your  tender  solicitude 
over  me,  and  for  all  your  kindness  in  over- 
looking my  faults ;  but  you  must  make  up 
your  mind  to  give  me  up." 

"Why  do  you  talk  so,  my  husband  ?  Others 
have  been  reformed;  and  is  there  not  hope  in 
your  case?*' 

**  You  have  no  idea  of  the  difficulties  in  the 
way  of  my  reformation.  I  have  a  good  many 
associates;  wherever  I  go,  I  see  them;  they 
use  all  their  influence  over  me  to  keep  me 
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fr^l   •  /""^    *¥'«'    too,     is     the    land- 

t.,f  t.."'*''"**^  *°  e«*  °"t  of  the  ditch 
when  there  are  so  many  ready  to  push  him 
b^k  1  I  have  felt  for  a'  long  time^  should 
Uke  to  relorm,  and  I  have  often  resolved  I 
would  reform;  but  the  temptation  that  I  everv 

SfW  T  J"^^^  "°^  ««"'«<!  down  in  the 
belief  that  I  shall  never  be  able  to  reform  until 
we  get  a  law  to  prohibit  the  sale  of  liquor  " 

O  my  dear  husband,  don't  give  up  in 
despair  I  beg  of  you,  for  the  sake  of  voir 
afflicted  wife  and  innocent  children,  and  for 
Iffor'fl'  °^  yourself_0,  do  make  ^ne  more 

mlv  bf  LfT  *°  **'•'*  ?'°"'  whateve/  it 
may  be.     As  for  your  associates,  you  need  not 

see  them ;  youcan  shut  yourself'up  aXfrom 

thar  influence  until  your  strong  appeti^  suS 

„  JV^??! '^T^'^S' ^''^•*'  i«  very  good.  I 
am  half  tempted  by  your  eloquenci  to  foUow 
your  prescription."  luuow 

bri'^b^'I^f  ^?"'/^''"-''  '^^  "^l^ed,  with  a 
It     ?n  animated  countenance. 
1  will  try  It,  my  dear  Olivia,"  he  replied 
drawing  her  up  to  him,   and  kissing  her  fore! 

The  reader  need  not  be  informed  that  this 
gedge  brought  a  great  amount  of  happine/s  to 
Holyday's  family.      Willie  md  AUce  totlj 
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though  young,  seemed  to  understand  what  had 
been  done,  and  shared  largely  in  their  rnother's 

joy- 

For  a  number  of  weeks  Holy  day  was  sober, 
and  seemed  anxious  to  break  up  all  his  habits 
of  dissipation,  and  again  be  a  man,  and  a  kind 
and  alFectionate  husband  and  father.  He 
spent  most  of  his  time  in  or  about  the  house, 
where  he  would  be  in  no  danger  from  intem- 
perate associates  or  the  landlord's  powerful 
temptation. 

His  wife,  being  encouraged  in  view  of  his 
effort  and  pledge  to  reform,  resumed  her  music 
class,  and  taught  with  a  degree  of  skill  and 
efficiency  which  she  never  before  possessed. 
She  fancied  that  the  tones  of  her  piano  were 
far  richer  and  sweeter  than  ever  before.  Her 
soul  seemed  to  swell  with  a  full  tide  of  happi- 
ness, and  the  bright  daystar  of  hope  had  dis- 
pelled the  long,  dark  night  of  gloom. 

^  Several  months  after  Holyday  had  pledged 
himself  to  reform,  came  election.  The  parties 
were  nearly  equally  divided,  which  caused  the 
excitement  to  run  high,  and  induced  dema- 
goguesto  exert  alHhe  influence  they  possessed 
to  carry  their  points.  Holyday  had  been  in 
his  day  something  of  a  politician,  and  wished 
to  attend,  especially  on  account  of  the  assem- 
bly^man,  to  secure  the  Maine  law. 

"lam  afraid,  my  dear,    to  have  you  go," 
said  his  wife. 
"  Why  are  you  afraid,  Olivia?" 
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Will  you  not  put  yourself  under  the  influ- 
ence of  your  old  associates  ?  and  will  they  not 
make  an  effort  to  get  vou  to  drinking  again  ?" 

I  will  take  care  of  that.  I  feel  strong.  I 
think  I  shall  be  able  to  withstand  their  influ- 
ence. 

"I  am  really  afraid  to  have  you  go,  my  hus- 

"  I  think,  Olivia,  I  ought  to  go.  Mr.  Aiken 
18  running  for  the  assembly;  and  I  understand, 
if  he  IS  elected,  he  will  vote  for  the  Maine 
law.  And  since  Jenks  and  Parks  are  doing 
aU  they  caji  to  defeat  him,  I  think  it  would  be 
wrong  for  me  not  to  go." 

"  Well,  can  you  not  go  and  put  in  your  vote 
and  come  right  back?" 

"I  can  do  that,''  he  replied,  as  he  left  the 
house. 

He  little  understood  his  own  weakness,  and 
the  power  of  his  associates  and  the  landlord's  to 
draw"  him  back  again  to  his^cups  and  inebria- 
tion.  He  had  not  been  on  the  ground  more 
than  ten  minutes  before  he  was  prevailed  upon, 
^o*  only  to  drink,  but  to  vote  for  the  liquor 
candidate.  In  a  few  houre  he  was  reeling  in 
the  streets,  clad  with  rags,  and  bespattered  with 
mud,  for  he  had  already  traded  away  the 
clothes  he  wore  from  home. 

About  twelve  o'clock  at  night  he  was  assists 
ed  m  getting  home  by  two  individuals,  for 
he  was  so  much  under  [the  influence  of  rum 
that  he  had  very  little  use  of  his  limbs. 
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"  'Liv'a,  you— see  I— I'm  a  leeth  nnder  the 
weather.  But  never  mind,  'Liv'a,  'lection 
comes  on— on— only  one  a  year,  you  know. 
Found  old  friends,  lots  on  em  ;  and  I  swow,  I 
had  to  drink  with  all  on— 'em,  which  was  a 
Jeetle  too  much  for  me  in  my  present  sitiwation," 
he  stammered  out,  as  he  crawled  on  his  hands 
and  knees  into  the  house. 

"  0  John !  John  !  I  was  feaiful  this  would 
be  the  result.  0,  why  did  you  go  ?  O,  dear 
me  I  why  it  must  be  so?"  exclaimed  his  wife, 
wringing  her  hands  from  grief 

''  Do  you  say,  'Liv'a,  why  did  I  go?  'Lec- 
tioft   must  be   'tended  to,  you   know.     We 

poll — i — tides  must  follow  up   these  here 

now— what's  names,— 0,  Hunkers,   that's  'em, 
—or  we'd — ^go  to  ruin,  you  see." 

From  this  time  onward  he  continued  to 
drink,  carouse,  steal  his  wife's  earnings,  and 
went  so  far  as  to  take  her  silver  spoons,  and 
sell  them  to  Jenks  for  whiskey.  His  appetite 
was  so  strong  that  he  frequently  drank  the 
spirits  from  his  wife's  camphor  bottle.  Every 
little  thing  that  he  could  find  about  the  house 
that  he  could  dispose  of  to  the  liquors  dealers 
went  to  gratify  his  base  and  unnatural  appe- 
tite. ^^ 

Several  weeks  after  the  election  he  became 
involved  in  a  street  brawl,  and  received  several 
severe  and  dangerous  wounds  about  his 
head  and  chest.  He  was  picked  up  and 
carried  home  by  friends,  perfectly  insensible. 
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Doctor  Fmley  spent  the  whole  night  in 
dressing  his  wounds  and  in  efforts  to  bring  him 
to  his  senses  and  make  him  comfortable. 
Among  others,  Scribner  was  there  to  do  what 

'^i?^"^^/^^  *^^®  unfortunate  man  and  his 
ainicted  family. 

"0  Mr.  Scribner,"  said  Olivia,  how  often  I 
have  thought  of  the  passage  you  quoted  that 
night  at  our  party." 

"  I  quoted  several ;  to  which  do  you  refer?" 
"  The  one  showing  the  effects  of  wine  drink- 
ing :  '  Who  hath  woe  ?  who  hath  sorrow  ?  who 
hath  contentions  ?  who  hath  babbling  ?   who 
wounds  without  cause  ?    who  hath  redness  of 
eyes?     They  that   tarry   long  at  the  wine: 
they  that  go  to  seek  mixed  wine.'     I  have 
thought  of  that  a  great  many  times,  that  you 
are  the  only  one  who  was  there  who  has 
escaped  the  dreadful  effects   spoken  of  in  this 
passage,"  said  Mrs.Holyday,  with  much  feeling. 
"  I  was  fearful   this  would  be  the   conse- 
quence, Mrs.  Holyday;  and  that  was  the  rea- 
son why  I  so  obstinately  refused  to  drink  with 
you  that  night." 

"I  see  now,  Mr.  Scribner,  where  I  have 
missed  it.  I  have  brought  it  all  on  myself 
and  I  alone  must  bear  it.  If  I  had  taken  a 
different  course,  my  husband  would  not  have 
been  a  drunkard.  O  my  God,  is  it  possible 
I  have  been  the  means  of  changing  that  fair 
and  noble  countenance  into  this  bloated,  bleed- 


ing, 


mangled  mass  of  flesh  ?"  she  exclaimed, 
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wringing  her  hands  as  she  bent  over  his  dis- 
figured form. 

"0  'Liv'a,  take  away — away!'*  Holyday 
exclaimed,  raising  himself  up  in  bed.  "There, 
don't  you  see?  Now  on  this  side;  O, do, 
'Liv'a ;  that  dog — 0 — 0  take  him  away !  This 
bed  is   on  fire.     Fire !   fire !    fire !     Water ! 

wa ter !      0,  why  do  you  let  me  lie  here 

and  burn  up?  There,  now,  who  is  that? 
What  are  you  after,  you — ^you !"  He  fell  back 
upon  the  bed,  and  remained  stupid  and  insen- 
sible several  days. 

During  this  sickness,  caused  by  dissipation, 
Mrs.  Holyday  felt  she  saw  a  perfect  fulfilment 
of  the  passages  which  stand  at  the  head  of  this 
chapter. 
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CHAPTER    XIX. 

THE  CLOSING  SCENE. 

"  ^^i'  YM^?  ^^°^  swaUow'at  the  capacioua  bowl 
Thou  let  gt  m  eeaa  to  sack  and  drow^  thy  soSr' 
pa*  5?"  IS  open,  to  remembrance  call. 
And  thmk  how  subject  drunkards  are  to  fall." 

"  Death  lies  on  her  like  an  untimely  frost 
upon  the  sweetest  flow    of  all  the  field." 

"HAVEyou  beam  fromHolyda/s  this  momin'?" 
asked  Mike  Emerson  of  the  crowd  around  him 
m  Jenks  s  tavern,  who  had  assembled  for  their 
drams. 

"Why?     What  is  ^^e  that  your  are  in- 
terested m  r  repKed  Sam  Laraby. 

"  If  reports  is  true,  they  had  something  of 

Mik^^  '^'^^*'  ^  ^^"^"^^^  reckon,"  said 

^ "  What  kind  of  a  time  ?"  asked  Mose  Whip- 

^^  "  Mose,  seems  to  me  you're  mighty  ignorant 
jist  now,  said  Nate  Fleming,  who  sat  leaning 
back  m  his  chair,  with  his  legs  spread  apart 
his  bands  in  his  pantaloon's  pockets,  aid  a 
snort  stub  of  a  pipe  in  his  mouth.  ^'  Why 
don  t  you  keep  posted  up  better  on  town  busi- 
ness  1 

*'  Well,  if  you  are  better  informed  than 

w 
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your  neighbors,  I  wish  you  would  tell  me  what 
was  done  there  last  night  ?"  replied  Mose. 

"  Well,  sir,  they  had Mike,  I  wish  you 

would  stop  sawing  on  that  old  gourd  when  I 
am  talking.  I'd  as  li^  hear  a  splinter  on  a 
rail  in  a  windy  day,  any  time,  as  to  hear  that 
old  fiddle.  I  was  sajdn'  they  had  a  bustin' 
time,  one  of  the  regular  downeasters — one  of 
the  roarimst  times  ever  come  over,"  said  Flem- 
ing ;  after  which  he  put  his  short  pipe  into 
his  mouth,  and  very  mechanically  commenced 
puffing  and  blowing  off  his  smoke,  with  an  air 
of  confidence  that  he  had  imparted  all  the  in- 
formation Whipple  could  desire. 

"  Ts  a-thinkin*  that  'ar  dePcate  wife  o'  his'n 
won't  feel  quite  so  crank  arter  this  spree. 
Every  dog  must  have  his  day— she's  had  hern, 
^e'll  have  somethin'  else  to  do  herearter  be- 
sides sittin'  at  the  peana  all  day  and  te — tu — 
ri — \^ — lo— -turn — turn — turn,"  said  Alf  Ingra- 
ham  sitting  on  the  bunk. 

"Well,  come,"  said  Whipple,  "  I  have  heard 
enough  of  your  generalities.  What  terrible 
thing  was  done  there  last  night  ?" 

"Holyday  went  home  drunk  last  night, 
mauled  his  wife  terfibly,and  kicked  his  children 
out  doors,"  said  Jenks. 

"Where  did  he  get  his  liquor?"  asked 
Whipple. 

"  I  don't  know.  He  didn't  get  it  here.  I 
never  sell  him  but  two  drinks.  As  soon  as  I 
begin  to  see  the  effects  of  the  liquor,  I  don't 


TKB  SATANIC  UCINSB. 


351 


sell  him  any  more,"  replied  Jenks,  with  an  m 
01  self-complacency. 

"Ho!  ho!  ho!  YouVe  gettin'  amazin' 
pious,  Jenks  How  long  you  been  so?  The 
Lord  no  doubt  11  let  you  live  to  be  as  old  as 
Mathus  lar,you're  so  good,"  said  Alf,holdimr  his 
pipe  between  his  thumb  and  finger 

The  above  conversation  wa^  in  consequence 
t     'Tl^c   ^"""^^^  treatment  to  his  family 
^e  mght  before  while  in  a  state  of  inebriation 
He  came  home  late,  and  becaujse  his  wife  had 
not  her  table  spread,  and  a  warm  supper  ready 

b'iLr' f'/'^  '^^.  ^^^-     He  threw  the 
brands  of  fire  which  were   burning  on  the 

hearth  on  the  floor ;  the  candle  wh^h  was  on 
the  stand  he  forced  through  the  window;  the 
chairs  he  broke  by  striking  them  against  the 
jambs;  the  table  he  split  to  pieces  with  the 
^e,  aad  hacked  and  spUt  the  lid  of  the  piano. 
Uis  wife  pleaded  and  expostulated  with  him 
which  only  served  to  exasperate  and  make 
him  worse.     He  seized  a  chair  round  and  pros- 
teated  his  wife  to  the  floor  the  first  blow. 
His  children  cried,  and  pleaded  with  him  not 
to  kill  their  mother;  whereupon  he  fell  to 
kicking  them.     The  little  creatures  rushed 
out  of  doors,  and  hid  from  his  presence. 

1  he  screams  and  cries  of  Mrs.  Holyday  and 
her  children  startled  the  neighbors  from  their 
slumbers,  and  called  them  to  the  scene  of  ex- 
citement. When  they  came  into  the  house, 
they  found  Mrs.   Holyday  lying  on  the  floor 
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in  her  blood,  which  was  running  from  a  deep 
wound  cut  in  her  head  by  the  blow  she  received 
from  the  hand  of  her  husband. 

Doctor  Finley  was  immediately  called. 
Mrs.  Scribner,  Mrs.  Shelby,  and  other  kind 
ladies  were  sent  for  to  wash  and  bind  up  her 
wounds,  and  make  her  comfortable.  Nearly 
two  hours  elapsed  before  she  exhibited  any 
signs  of  conciousness,  when  she  raised  her  head 
from  her  pillow,  and  said,  "  0,  where  are  my 
dear  children  ?  Are  they  dead  ?  0,  do  tell 
me ;  has  their  lather  killed  them  ?" 

The  friends  who  had  collected  there  had 
b^en  so  much  taken  up  with  efforts  to  resusci- 
tate her  they  had  not  thought  of  her  children. 
The  house  was  searched  from  chamber  to 
cellar  without  success.  They  started  out  with 
lanterns  to  search  for  them ;  and  while  Dr. 
Finley  passed  near  a  row  of  currant  bushes, 
he  heard  a  faint  voice,  evidently  suppressed 
by  fear,  "  Lie  still,  WilHe,  father  is  coming,  he 
will  kill  us."  As  the  doctor  parted  the  bushes, 
he  found  the  dear  creatures  locked  in  each 
other's  embrace,  trembling  from  fear  as  with  an 
ague  fit. 

Mrs.  Holyday  was  so  badly  injured  by  the  blow 
she  had  received  on  her  head,and  the  contusions 
on  body,  that  her  friends  for  several  weeks  des- 
'.-:ired  of  her  life.  Much  of  the  time  for  two 
^eeks  she  was  wild  and  delirious,  and  uttered 
broken  sentences  about  murderers,  robbers, 
and  thieves;  and  frequently  she  would  shriek 
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out,  «  0  my  children !    God  save  my  children 
from  the  murderers !"  •'  "'"'"*" 

bruW'l''  «°"t""'   r«  '°  disorderly  and 

it  pis  w^a"  H  t"'''  *'^°"S'>t  he  could  not  let 

wouM  t™.h  f •  ''"'S  '3°*"=«  °f  't « '^  ^ay  that 
would  teach  him  an    nstruotive  lesson      wl 

entered  a  complaint,  and  had  him  ar  ^ed  and 
confined  m  jail.  During  the  thirty  days  of  M« 
imprisonment  his  family^nd  the  nSorhid 
had  peace,  and  a  quiet  rest  from  his  disorS 
conduct  and  brutal  treatment.  '^'^°'^derly 

During  Mrs.  Holyday's  illness,  Lucy  Mat 
thews,  hersister-in-law,  came  andtookLreof 
her  and  very  deeply  sympathized  wUh  her  in 
all  her  trials  and  afflictions!^  Her  heart  was  ve^ 
tender  and  m  a  suitable  frame  from  the  effects 

"Dear  sister  Lucy,"  said  Mrs.   Holvdav   «, 

Lucy  came  into  her  room  with  some^refrUlf 

ments  and  sat  down  at  the  foot  o"  the  bed 

"how  dreadful  are  the  evils  of  intemperance'" 

They  are  so  great,  sister  Olivin    tK        ' 

never  be  measuild  in  his  world  "  replied  f,'''" 

i,;^'--^nthinking.sincelhaaette 

families.  It  makes  one  shudder  to  think  of?t 
It  has  killed  my  father.  The  dootomsafd  it 
was  inflammat  on  on  the  brain  •  w  ! i,  f 

mm,  ana  I  hope  I  may  never  be  permitted  to 
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witness  another  such  a  death.  And  intemper- 
ance killed  my  brother  John.  Pardon  ^)e, 
sister  Lucy,  for  speaking  so ;  for  you,  I  trust, 
are  aware  of  that.  He  was  your  husband,  it 
B  true  ;  but  there  can  be  no  harm  in  speaking 
of  his  faults,''  said  Olivia,  weeping. 

"He  is  dead  and  gone,  and  I  do  not  wish  to 
speak  reproachfully  of  him;  but  no  one  knows 
how  much  I  suffered  from  that  man's  brutal 
conduct  when  he  was  intoxicated.  No  man 
was  ever  kinder  than  he,  when  sober  ;  but 
when  under  the  influence  of  liquor,  he  con- 
ciucted  like  a  fiend.'' 

"0,  dear,  dear !  what  work  intemperance 
has  made  with  my  father's  family !  O,  the 
accursed  wine!  it  Hs  a  mocher!  I  see  now, 
Lucy,  where  I  have  missed  it.  I  saw  no  harm 
in  the  moderate  use  of  it,and  so  drank  it  freely. 
I  also  urged  others  to  drink  it;  and  no  doubt 
in  this  way  I  hav^e  made  a  drunkard  of  my 
husband.  O,  may  God  forgive  me  for  my 
wickedness !"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Holyday,  tremb- 
ling with  excitement,  and  weeping  bitterly. 

Olivia  Matthews,  as  the  reader  has  been  in- 
formed, was  an  intelligent  and  accomplished 
young  lady  when  she  first  came  to  the  town  of 
Harwood.  She  was  well  qualified  to  fill  a 
sphere  of  extensive  usefulness  ;  but  alas !  as  is 
often  the  case,  she  set  an  example  before  the 
young  people  of  Harwood  which  was  not  cal- 
culated to  elevate  and  improve  them.  In  social 
parties  she  always  encouraged  dancing,  card 
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playmg,  and  a  free  use  of  wine.      The  reader 
therefore,  must  not  be  surprised  that  the  evils 
to  which  she  has  given  her  influence  to  create 
and  perpetuate  have  now  overtaken  and  are 
spending  upon  her  their  fearful  power.      Her 
mteJligence  and  knowledge  of  human  nature 
ought  to  have  led  her  in  a  different  direction  • 
but  she  chose  to   follow  the  usages  of  society 
which  brought  a  world  of  sorrow  and  misery 
upon  her.    By   kindness  and  careful  nursing 
Mi-s.  Holjday  gradually  recovered  from  the 
wounds  aad   the  shock  she  received  from  the 
harsh  treatment  of  her  husband. 

Their  meeting  after  his  retm-n  from  jail  was 
deeply  affecting.  They  embraced,  and  wept 
bitterly  upon  each  other's  necks,  without  utter- 
ing a  word  for  several  minutes. 

"O  my  dear  Olivia,  I  ask  your  forgivenesa 
for  all  my  cruel,  hrutal  treatment  to  you  and 
the  children.  I  know  I  do  not  deserve  it  •  I 
am  unworthy  of  your  confidence  or  respect '.or 
my  abuse  to  you,  whom  I  have  promised  to 
love  and  protect,"  said  Holyday,  with  deep 
and  tender  emotions. 

"I  freely  and  cheerfully  forgive  you,  my 
dear  husband.  I  can  forgive  and  forget  all 
—all  the  past,  if  you  will  only  reform  and  be 
to  me  what  you  once  were.'' 

Under  the  influence  of  the  excitement,  and 
the  harassing  thoughts  of  the  great  evik  he 
had  brought  upon  his  family,  he  solemnly 
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pledged  himself  to  her  that  he  would  never 
taste  again  of  the  intoxicating  bowl. 

"Olivia,"  srid  he,  after  he  made  the  pledge, 
*  I  wish  the  Maine  law  would  pass  ;  then  there 
could  be  no  danger  in  my  case.  But  now  I 
must  be  constantly  on  my  guard,  or  I  shall  be 
tempted,  overcome,  and  brought  down  again 
mto  the  ditch."  ^ 

^  "  The  only  way  for  you,  my  dear  husband, 
IS  to  keep  entirely  away  from  the  places  where 
It  IS  sold.  If  you  will  stay  at  home  with  me, 
and  not  go  where  it  is,  and  not  see  any  of  your 
associates,  you  will  be  in  no  dangei-,"  said  his 
wi^e,  betraying  much  anxiety  in  the  tones  of 
her  voice  and  expression  of  her  countenance. 

"I  clearly  see  that  is  my  only  way  of  safety 
and  I  will  remain  here  with  you  and  the  chU- 
dren,  and  make  one  more  effort  to  reform  and 
be  a  man." 

He  undoubtedly  thought  he  would  make 
one  more  effort,  and  probably  thought  it  would 
be  a  successful   one;  and  without  doubt  his 
injured  wife  was  again  inspired  wi^Jihope  that 
she  should  once  more  be  blessed  with  an  affec- 
tionate and  temperate  husband.      But  how 
little  they  undei-stood  his  weakness,the  strength 
of  his  appetite,  th?=^  power  of  the  temptation  by 
which  he  was  surrounded,  and  the  influence  of 
ins  wicked  associates  to  allure  and  destroy  him 
J  or  several  months  he  continued  sober,  and 
appeared  very  penitent  for  his  cruelty  and 
abuse  to  his  family,  and  seemed  anxious  by  his 
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kindnew  to  make,  as  far  as  he  was  able,  amends 
for  the  past. 

One  day,  as  he  was  at  work  in  his  garden, 
Sam  Laraby  came  by  with  a  quart  of  whiskey 
which  he  had  purchased  at  Parks's  tavern 
"John,  ain't  you  dry?"  asked  Sam,  holding  up 
his  bottle  between  the  pickets.  "Won't  you 
have  a  dram  ?"  ^ 

"I  guess  not,"  said  John,  walking  towards 

"You  ain't  goin'  to  jine  the  radicals,  are  ye?" 
asked  Laraby,  laughing  heartily  at  his  own 
wit. 


**No;  but!  don't  need  any;  and  as  long  as 
it,  I  think  it's  not  worth  while  to 


I  don't  need 
drink  it  ?" 

"Take  hold,  man;  what's  got  in  you  to  act 
so^    You  ain't  'fraid  I'llpizen  you,  are  you?" 

The  temptation,  together  with  the  appeal  of 
his  old  comrade,  were  too  strong  for  hun;  and 
he  drank;  which  again  fired  his  old  appetite 
the  clamorous  demands  of  which  could  not  be 
satisfied  until  he  went  to  Parks's  and  drank  to 
beastly    intoxication.     From    this    time    he 
"  waxed  woi-se  and  woi-se,"  giving  himself  up 
fully  to  dissipation  and  vice.    His  gross  intem- 
perance reduced  his  family  to  pinching  want 
and  the  lowest  depths  of  poverty.     Hw  poor 
family  were   obliged  to  abandon  their  house 
and  take  shelter  in  the  attic  of  an  old  dilapi- 
dated building,  reached  by  two  flights  of  cra^y 
creaking  stall's  on  the  outside  of  the  building 
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Thiongh  tke  openinps  in  the  roof,  cracks  in 
th*^  «: «.  i  .'f  the  building,  and  broken  glass, 
flf  iri,  Iri  of  winter  and  drenching  storms  beat 
funoualy  apon  the  defenc-  less  heads  of  Mrs. 
flolydiij^  and  her  innocent  children.  In  this 
uncomfortable  dwelling  she  was  obliged  to  live, 
and  earn  with  h*?^*  n-^^dle  the  means  of  subsis- 
tence for  her  tamily.  She  was  often  obliged 
to  sit  up  all  night  in  the  winter  season  without 
fire,  while  the  snow  was  sifting  about  her,  to 
meet  her  engagements. 

During  a  very  severe  storm  of  several  days* 
continuance,  Holyday  had  spent  his  time  at 
Parks's  tavern,manifesting  no  anxiety  whatever  * 
for  his  destitute,  suffermg  family  at  home. 
He  spent  his  time  in  bringing  in  wood  and 
keeping  up  fires  in  the  house,  for  which  Parks 
gave  him  his  board  and  what  liquor  he  could 
drink. 

Scribner  and  Donaldson  threw  their  cloaks 
around  them,  and  started  out  in  the  storm  to 
look  after  the  poor,  especially  the  poor  ajid 
destitute  fajnilies  of  the  inebriates.  When 
they  came  to  the  old  red  building  they  found 
no  beaten  track,  but  mounted  the  steps  and 
ascended,  entered  a  narrow  hall,  through 
which  they  passed  into  the  room  occupied  by 
Holyday's  family.  They  found  Mrs.  Holyday 
sitting  on  the  floor,  leaning  against  the  wall. 
She  held  in  her  hand  her  needle ;  on  her  lap 
was  lying  a  beautiful  piece  of  unfinished 
embroidery,  aad  by  her  side  stood  little  Willie, 
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saying,  "Mother,  dear  mother,  won't  you  give 
me  some  bread  ?"  But  she  answered  not;  the 
frost  of  death  was  in  her  eye. 


